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Summary: A female Sangheili by the name of Ruz Malam has been built 
for destruction. She fights to find her destiny upon the Path as she 
tries to forget her past. However, noting that her DNA has more than 
just Sangheili causes her brethren to be wary; not to mention a 
female on the battlefield will cause them to pause in amazement and 
disgust! If you like this, please leave a review! :) 


1. Built for Destruction 

**Hello, thank you for choosing to read my very first fanfic! This 
character and story that will be unfolded is very close to my heart 
and I will put effort into this. All I ask is for genuine reviews 
because I wish not to go off canon. I'm not exactly a OOC fanfic 
writer... Anyhow, enjoy!** 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>I woke up on the ground without memory with what had happened to 
me. My lungs felt as if they were scorched, my eyes blurry and 
tingly, my head throbbing. I realized then that my heart was racing, 
my palms were moist, my claws extended, my body aching and shaky. 
What... what happened? I sat up, gazing at my beautiful snow leopard 
fur now matted with dried blood sunk into it. My ears were flat to my 
head, something didn't feel right. I looked for father to give me 
more instructions on his sword training. Before I even made it to my 
feet, the stench of fresh blood hit my nostrils, my wings flared 
outward, tail swished back and forth absent-mindedly, and long cat 
ears perked up in alertness. <em>Oh no . . . it ' s happened 
again . . . <em> 

I tried to calm myself before my thirst for gore kicked in. Panic 
raced through my veins, practically replacing my flowing blood. It 
was as if breath left my body. I fought the urge to pass out again; 
to keep my consciousness but having much doubt of preserving any 
sanity. My eyes widened and my pupils narrowed. A chill went up my 



spine; it froze me into place. I wanted to scream but no voice came 
from my mandibles. I slowly raised my hands that were covered in 
someone else's blood. I lowered them and saw the carcass of my 
father. Kneeling by his body, I was hesitant to even touch his face. 

I chose to anyhow. Shifting closer to press my forehead against his, 

I felt something cold against my tail. I about jolted a few feet 
backwards. It was one of the two hilts that my father was training me 
with that was now covered with his blood. Instead of screaming like I 
had wanted to moments ago, I broke down and wept over his chest. 
Within my mind, the screaming was ceaseless and the havoc 
endless . 

Those minutes passed on like years spent in cryosleep. The sound of 
my crying overlapped with the seemingly distant call of my name. When 
it was then I felt a loving hand upon my head. I jerked away from it, 

frightened. I looked up to see it was my father caressing me 

gently ! 

"Ruz, my child, why are you weeping?" I cried a small tear of joy, 
not wanting him to see my weakness. 

"Because, father, when I thought you had passed on, you have awakened 
from sleep!" I embraced him, showing how much I really loved him. As 
I let go, he tilted his head thoughtfully. 

"You act as if you are an innocent child. My dear, you are no longer 
a child. Today, is a day of many years put behind you. Today, you 
have nearly mastered the skills of my own swords." I didn't want him 

to say anything. I just wanted him to get up, silently heal, and rest 

until another day of training. 

"Father, please do not say such things. I'm am merely joyful that you 
are alive. Get up. Father, you need to rest for another day of 
training me, " I began to help him up when he put his hand on his 
seeping wound. His face hid his pain well yet the stare that he gave 
shocked me. I've never seen him with nerves of steel. Apathy filled 
his eyes and I shook. "Urn..." I had lost my words. "What... is it, 
father?" He looked at me sharply before groaning in pain and lying 
flat on his back again. I sat over him to pray silently that he make 
it alive. 

"Ruz, listen carefully. Do you remember when I had first told you 
that death is the necessity of war? That bloodshed is required to 
silence those unworthy of speaking against our Lords? My daughter, we 
do indeed share blood and the honor that flows through it. Even as I 
die here, never forget that I sacrificed my life, my honor, for your 
very breath. Heed those who tell you that you will never step foot 
into battle. Prove them wrong, take my blades and walk. Walk the 
Path. Don't look back. I see myself within you now. Everything I 
taught you is showing through. Hold onto every last ounce you have. 

My precious jewel, the Elders will hesitate to put you into further 
training, which is why I have done most of that for them." He coughed 
out some blood that clogged his throat. "But, you are older now, you 
require a more disciplined and experienced teacher." He closed his 
eyes, curling his mandibles, feeling the pain and some blood slowly 
oozing out of the wound. "When the sun had set, I was going to 
introduce you to the armor I had crafted for you. If you wish to walk 
my Path, it is enclosed in a casket hanging on the wall by my bed. 
I've kept it a secret from you for so long, I only wish I was strong 
enough to see it on you, in case adjustments must be made." 



"No Father! You can and will-" He put his fingers to my mandibles. 
"Hush now, little one. Accept my departure, you know that even in 
death, I will never leave your side. I am in you." He made a soft 
sigh, making it sound like it was his last. "Darkness clouds my 
vision, sweet Ruz. My Beloved, as your trainer, I declare you now... a 
warrior..." Though these were his last words, I could not yet accept 
his death. I cried out his name for an answer, knowing there would be 
none in return. The wind blew hard and cold. Rain paralleled the 
strength of the wind. My tears were masked by the raindrops. Thunder 
claps in the distance startled me, I saw the glow of the lightning, 
before looking at the ground. Only listening to the rain for a few 
moments. I hugged my shoulders, looking away from my dead father. 
After silence swept over me falling from this rain and burying him 
near the river, I went inside his room, gently touching the rug he 
slept upon. I then noticed the casket he mentioned. I opened it with 
struggle and the armor fell out, knocking me to the floor. It was the 
most beautiful piece of handcrafted artwork I had ever seen. Every 
detail was perfectly made for my body. From the holes for my ears to 
the holes for my tail. It was so customly designed! I almost wanted 
to cry! But I shook that urge off, already having mourned his 
death . 

Putting on the armor, piece by piece, I felt the love that my father 
put into it; as if I could feel every thought he had while making the 
individual pieces. I walked out of the house, closing the door for 
what might be the last time. I took up my rain-drenched swords and 
attached the hilts to my harness. I looked to the heavens. The helmet 
allowed me to see even with rain falling on it . I watched each 
droplet spread across my visor, focusing only on the sound of the 
thunder in the distance. "_How sickeningly appropriatea€ 1 _" I thought 
as I sighed towards the horizon, closing my eyes. "_0f course the 
weather changes once someone has dieda€l_" I sighed, taking off my 
helmet, letting the rain wash my tears off my face. After putting the 
helmet on, my body was ready to take the journey to the Prophets. But 
my mind on the other hand was not finished grieving. Memories flooded 
my mind, as if appearing on my visor, all at once yet slowed down 
only to torment my broken soul. Looking at the hilts, I remembered 
what he told me whilst handing them to me as if it happened five 
minutes ago. 

"You may not be of male descent, but you are my blood; therefore, you 
will fight. I will teach you all that I know and you will pass it on 
to any who carefully observes your skills, including your offspring. 
You will not know defeat or cowardice." He said this to me when began 
to instruct me with his lean blades (Forging these specifically to 
fit my hands after using them the first few weeks; how could any 
daughter in their right mind deny such a loving father?) . At first, 
my young mind didn't fully understand, as my femininity innately did 
not comprehend the purpose of training yet. This day is not only 
special because it was my first day training, but also because that 
was the day he claimed from the very beginning as my day of birth; 
considering he doesn't know the actual date. He told me that his dear 
friend Sasa found me in the hands of his once close brother who 
apparently had gone rampant and could have harmed me. I guess Sasa 
knew my father so desperately needed to continue his teachings to 
some kind of heir before he passed. I don't believe he has quite yet, 
at least, not all he knows anywaya€ 1 


A tear ran down my cheek remembering that he daily told me that the 



moment he laid eyes on me while in Sasa's arms, he fell in love with 
my green eyes as I stared happily cooing into his eyes. My chest felt 
heavy with hurt; as if many pounds were weighing it down, forcing me 
to fall flat on my face. I caught myself with my hand before 
fulfilling that request. I need to be strong, for him. I am his only 
heir and do not take his words that he told me years ago lightly; 
especially not the words of today. I am just as adamant to train as 
he was to train me. His many years of experience will not die off in 
vain . 

I accepted the path that he chose for me. No other would do. I took 
those words he gave to me as if they were all I had to keep me going. 
I still do. And as a Sangheili in the Covenant-Human war, you have to 
be strong. Swift. Brave. Fearless. Tactical. Hard-working. 
Cooperative. But most of all, a warrior who know no defeat or 
retreat. I may not have retained all those skills from blood, but I 
sure was going to earn it. As I realized that while somehow I took 
his life, I knew I had to find an excuse for the Hierarchs so that 
they would not be suspicious. If today was to be special in any way 
rather than mournful, today is more than a monument to my father's 
passing but also a memorial to the notion that I was built for 
destruction. The eternal second of reminiscing ended with a 
thunderclap jolting me back into reality. I momentarily forgot where 
I was until I looked to the mushroom shaped city in the sky peeking 
from the clouds that began to finally divide. High Charity was only a 
few weeks away if the Elders accepted me. I clenched to a hilt on my 
harness. I was not going to allow them to deny my ever-growing skill! 
I nodded to the clouds in the distance parting, showing light. I felt 
as if my father were speaking to me from the grave, if he could. But 
I know he that sleeps beneath the dirt where I laid his corpse. I 

also knew that if he saw me put on the armor, he, too, would be 

thrilled about how well the armor had suited my figure. I can see him 
now, smiling and laughing. I shook my head. I needed to mentally 
accept his death. I sighed, trying to do so. I couldn't help but 
grin, thinking that, though he may be dead, he would be proud of me 
for walking the Path. And that is what made me feel like this choice 
was not only fate but a good choice. I could almost could feel the 
warmth of the light miles away. My next objective was to seek the 
acceptance of the Council of Elders. Sangheili, Jiralhanae, or human, 
whoever caused me to spill my father's blood does not concern me. The 

fact that they still live does. I will make history. And I'll form my 

own Path while doing so. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>I hope my first readers enjoyed this! I added things to 
what I wrote a while back and I believe it's much better than what I 
had ! <strong> 

**Next time: Ruz has some difficulty talking to the 
Councilman . * * 


2 . Of Unknown Origins 

**Even though this hasn't been up very long, thank you for the views 
of the last chapter and I hope this one receives just as many! 

Special thanks to a friend of mine by the name of Liz who helped me 
write this chapter a while back! I couldn't have continued if she 
hadn't helped! Thankfully, I was able to add to what she wrote so now 



it's much more greater in depth. Enjoy!** 


* * 


* 


><p>"We cannot accept you," Councilor Garr 'Alakavee huffed at 
me . <p> 

It had been many days since I have arrived, clad in my handcrafted 
armor my father had created for me. The Sangheili Council were 
horrified and impressed at my very image; something so natural yet 
alien was my visage. I was of Sangheili blood but my very skin and 
small attributesa€"such as my ears and taila€"were entirely of 
another creature. Their guards attacked me the moment I had stepped 
through those cold and fearsome doors; I defended myself without the 
need for bloodshed and was victorious. I begged them for an audience, 
since my request was very sincere and that I had wished them no 
harm . 

The councilor called Garr 'Alakavee had been appalled at my rashness. 
My father had yet to set me straight on manners regarding anyone of 
the highest rank before his passing. Garr had declared me as some 
half demon, something that should never be in the presence of the 
council and must be destroyed at once. The entire council was in an 
uproar some, with his accusations and others against it. My stomach 
turned; I wasn't exactly used to this kind of behavior upon my 
ingress. I only hoped that if I was accepted that the males I would 
fight alongside with would curb their compulsions to mock me or 
impetuously squabble over who has the right to call me their own as a 
mate or play thing like a pack of uncivilized Jiralhanae. However, my 
maturity understood that this matter of discussion between them was 
more than a simple squabble; it reflected whether or not I was to be 
initiated into the Covenant Army and restore my father's name. It 
meant I would learn the skills necessary to find his murderer and 
decapitate him, liquefy his innards, and grind his bones into powder 
for yearly gifts for my father's grave. His vengeance gave me the 
right to be as mindless as the Jiralhanae; at least only to his 
slayer. Never on the battlefield would I intentionally neglect 
tactful strategies. 

Chancellor Alei ' lakanee was against him in the pandemonium he gave 
birth to the moment I set foot in the Chambers walls. He was 
intrigued just by my very appearance. How interesting it must have 
been for him, to see a strange female Sangheili who was well defined 
in the most athletic form, wearing what appears to be traditional 
ceremonial Sangheili armor, modified to boast the strange patterns on 
her visage. If it were not the semi-reflective visor set into my 
helmet he would most certainly have seen my emerald eyes. 

The Chancellor allowed me to speak my woeful, bittersweet tale of my 
father's last words, though I never informed them of the blade that 
was mysteriously covered in his blood. I did notify them of my 
intentions of why I have arrived here, how it was my father's dying 
wish for me to join the ranks of the Sangheili army and bring the 
Covenant to the glory of the Great Journey and follow in his 
footsteps . 

Chancellor Alei ' lakanee was on his way to rendezvous with the 
Prophets on his update for the Sangheili armed forces. My arrival 
would, hopefully, be most pleasing to them. He would be gone many 
days but would soon return as fast as he could. 



After the many days passed, the good Chancellor had not returned and 
yet I was already being refused. "You filth! You cannot join amongst 
us! Were it not for your father being a Shipmaster, you wouldn't even 
be granted permission to touch the doors or access to enter into our 
Chamber!" Councilor Garr 'Alakavee growled at me with disgust. "You 
are nothing more than a woman, of origins not even YOU can reveal! 

You may have skills but none as vast as the experiences of those 
among the highest ranks in this army! If even you did join, you would 
be nothing more than fodder for these fine men! What have you to 
provide us, other than unwilling entertainment of your body and 
mind?" He glared. 

"Maybe a few spare teeth for your face, old man?" I calmly hissed. "I 
will get more entertainment from watching the others who are 
honorable fight over you while each tears you from limb from limb, " 
Acid dripped from his voice. Father had warned me about men like him, 
bitter because they cannot land a female without using senseless 
force, who use women because they felt entitled to it. 

Councilor Garr 'Alakavee left me, fuming with anger while his 
subordinate watched him leave. As I was minding my own business, 
ready to leave once more before returning what I hoped to be the last 
time before seeing the Hierarchs, his lieutenant had eyed me with 
curiosity, blushed brightly and quickly followed the Councilor. I 
wonder what he saw that embarrassed him so? Perhaps I would find the 
answer later in my training. 

Chancellor Alei ' lakanee returned almost a month later bearing great 
news. The Prophets wanted to see me personally, though honoring as it 
may have been to some, I was terribly ill-prepared to even be seen 
among the highest of gods. These councilors had been appalled at my 
initial behavior when I had appeared, what kind of reaction would the 
Prophets receive from my first appearance to them? 

At least Orri 'Lilamee helped me. She was the Chancellor's second 
daughter. He had asked her to accompany me to address my behavioral 
situation and taught me valuable lessons of being in a court with the 
Lords of the Covenant. Any mistake would damn me to hell were I not 
careful . 

I was to show them strict politeness as well as leaving my attitudes 
against authority at their door. I would curtsy, bow, 'please and 
thank you' and mind my manners. My armor, in the mean time, was being 
polished by Orri ' s younger sister, though she made it a habit of 
stealing a look at my spots every now and then. "You have wonderful 
skin," Orri said kindly although very sad, "It pains me how men are 
picky these days that they don't appreciate pure beauty such as 
yourself." I smiled. 

"I appreciate this, thank you." She laughed while brushing my mane. 

"I have never seen anyone like you Ruz ! So fierce yet kind and 
gentle, you've grown up mostly as a farmer before beginning your 
training. Mother won't even let me work in the garden. Says that if I 
did my hands would be as harsh as a man's, losing all of my gentle 
touches forever, " Here she gave me a coy grin as she whispered. "She 
is very wrong though. I have worked in the garden and my hands are 
not as calloused as those of the men who fight constantly with my 
brothers. My lover's hands are ever more gentle than I ever could 
be." She finished with my mane and started to work on my horrid 



claws. My entire demeanor seemed to have become more wild ever since 
my father died; especially since I have journeyed almost non-stop to 
the great city of High Charity. The efforts to obtain an aircraft to 
travel here paled in comparison to the dispute with Garr and the 
quarrel with the guards who oversaw the entrance of the Council 
Chamber . 

I went to see Orri every day to test my manners and courteousness as 
well as how to upkeep my appearance. I would see the Prophets in 
about six months so I best be prepared. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>Many thanks again to my friend Liz for helping me 
initially write this chapter! And in advance a thank you to a friend 
I met on to graciously decided to help me on this journey of my 
character whom I have been waiting so long to write about : ) I hope 
you all enjoyed this chapter and leave great reviews ! <strong> 

**Next Time: Ruz has an exciting descussion about whether or not she 
is accepted into the ranks of the Covenant. And Garr ' s Lieutenant 
attends! What does he have to say about Ruz, if anything at all? And 
what of Garr? Will the Prophets accept her?** 


3. The Only Heir 

**Thanks to all any faithful readers of this story! Okay, here goes, 
another chapter of Ruz ' s life! Enjoy!** 

■jk" "jk" "jk" 


><p>Exactly six months later, I found myself yet again in the chamber 
of the councilman. The entire council and a few others had shown up 
to this event. It was raucous with a few dozen whispers. Some eyes 
glared at me while others admired. Ignoring them, I glanced at any 
reflective object could find to check on my appearance. My fur has 
been brushed so many times over the course of my prepared arrival 
that it was now very smooth, soft, and had a natural shine. I was 
pleased at my new look. Even my claws were formed to decent length. 
Unfortunately, my tail wouldn't stop twitching nervously. I had six 
months of training, just to appear before them, never in my life did 
I imagine I'd meet them - without father by my side. If he were still 
alive, this meeting would be less nerve-wracking. Just as I calmed 
myself down, the gravity lift in the center of the room came up, 
revealing our triumvirate Lords. The room hushed down instantly as I 
knelt down in submission. I quickly examined their Holinesses, I 
noticed that Truth was the leader of the three. Oddly, from 
knowledge, his age lies between the other two. I expected Mercy to be 
the leader, as wise as he is old.<p> 

"Rise up, Sangheili." I stood up with my spine straighten than it 
ever had been before; I would not allow nerves or emotions distract 
me from my goal! I would bring honor to my father's name and his 
grave ! 

"Ah, yes, so you must be the Shipmaster's daughter, am I 
correct ? " 


At first, words escaped me, but the memory of my father aided my 



tongue . 


"I am. Your Holiness." 

"It is a pleasure to meet you, kin of N'tho." Interjected Mercy, as 
he did, he bowed his head slightly, showing me respect. I was 
honorably surprised to this gesture. I bowed a most genuine bow of 
thankfulness . 

"As we understand it, you wish to become a warrior in our Empire. For 
what reason do you, as a female, have to join our ranks?" Regret was 
the one to be straight to the point. 

"Noble Ones, I may be female but I do not come to you on this day 
just a female who wishes for equality, but I have asked you for your 
attention to my father's dying wish." I picked my words to the best 
of my abilities; having rehearsed countless lines, when not being 
taught manners, from Orri . Fortunately, I predicted various questions 
and answers they would give me and this should allow me to answer and 
reason with them appropriately. "His very last words spoke of 
honoring your names, silencing those unworthy to live. His only wish 
was that I follow in his footsteps. I had hoped that on this day, he 
would be here, as my advocate, as my leader in this war. However, his 
passing has put me forward to a place where I stand alone in the 
field of battle. Though our enemies may be numerous, a true warrior 
walks fearlessly towards his victory and the Path! This is what my 
father has taught me while sparring with me. I only beg that you not 
take my request as my own, but as one from a fallen soldier whose 
linage remains strong." I picked my words carefully, as not to enrage 
them . 

It was silent for a moment. I had realized I raised my voice as I 
tend to do when I become enthusiastic. "Forgive my sudden outburst of 
noise, 0 Great Ones." I looked around the room as they whispered 
amongst themselves. I noticed the Lieutenant sitting next to 
Chancellor. I'm assuming that by his presence, he obviously isn't old 
enough to be Councilman. Perhaps maybe a Councilman in training? 
Possibly notaClyet, no other reason comes to mind as to why he would 
be sitting in the room during this discussion. Truth stroked his 
beard, taking a breath, as if he would reply to what I had to 
say . 

"Filth!" I heard a voice cry out in the room. "Do not let her walk 
amongst us!" I knew who it was. "Why should we allow such a creature 
whose origins SHE doesn't even know into our ranks?" Said 
Garr . 

"What evil has she committed by walking into our doors? Why not let 
her prove her worth before rejecting her. Councilman?" Mercy 
interposed . 

"My Lord, she has committed none, but we cannot trust her!" 

"For what reason?" 

The Councilman didn't speak for a moment. At first, I expected them 
all to adjourn this silly dispute and call me into the ranks. Until 
one of Garr ' s lackey's spoke up and for Garr ' s loss of 
wordsaC 1 



"Noble Ones, do you not see hera€ 1 her visage? It is not of this City! 
Or Sangheilos!" He exclaimed. 

"I concur. Councilors." Agreed Regret. By this time, I could not only 
feel Garr ' s eyes staring at me, as if heated plasma trying to burn my 
very soul, but also the overwhelming notion that Regret more than 
likely wishes for my death. This assembly would not be so painlessly 
brief . 

"But Prophet of Regret, Garr, we haven't even received the chance of 
observing her skills. And you, Garr, of all species should know that 
if honor is present, your kind is eager to train and pleased to 
follow if made a leader." Mentioned one of the San ' Shyuum 
Councilors . 

"Indeed, Minister. Our kind values honor above all else. It is the 
driving point of why we fight for the Journey. And NOT through blind 
ambition. Or have you left what remains of that to be butchered by 
your lack of morality, Garr?" Chancellor Alei pressed on. Garr was no 
doubt fuming; for which I am eternally grateful by those supportive 
of my excursion. 

"Be as it may, honor or not, we can't simply accept something that we 
do not know the origins of. But, on the same hand, without careful 
observation and testing, we will not know just how capable she is at 
fighting, either." Truth interfered. It seemed he saw both sides of 
the argument. At least two of the three weren't against me, or the 
odds wouldn't be in my favor and I'd be in pieces by now. 

"ButaClmy lord!" Garr was growing upset and impatient now. Blatantly 
giving me the most hateful scowl, he pointed at me. "While we may not 
know exactly where her blood has its origins, I surmise that at least 
half of it comes from whatever world the Demons descended from!" If 
he was not so furious, I could swear he had a smirk that would scare 
even a Jiralhanae. 

By this point, redundant and new accusations and spats commenced 
within the room; undoubtedly stemmed from the event that took place 
the first time I arrived to this room. 

"Quiet! I demand stability in this council! We all have heard what 
you have to say, now let us dissect to the very conclusion before 
this entire preoccupat ion gets out of hand!" The room was more calm 
than it had been before the Prophets had entered. "Now that this 
quarrel has stilled, let us all reason together rather than brashly 
be verbally at each other's throats. Now, Chancellor, you said you 
had important news to state as we discussed this matter?" Alei leaned 
forward . 

"Yes, Your Godliness. I have here Garr ' s Lieutenant who desired 
strongly to participate in this event. He still hasn't given me a 
reason as to why yet." My attention was drawn towards him. What 
reason could he be here?" 

"Yes, uh, wella€l" The Lieutenant cleared his throat. 

"Well, go on, Nikhal." He told him. Nikhal stood up, shaking 
slightly . 


"Uma€lyes, greetings Noble Ones. I am.. I am Nikhal 'Sivee. 



"Are you training to be a Councilor, Nikhal?" Truth asked him. 


"Yes, he his, your Grace, however, I wasn't aware he had plans on 
attending this assemblyaCl" Garr spoke up. 

"I'm sorry, siraClI-" 

"Councilman Garr, I was not inquiring for an answer from you, only to 
him. Now then, Nikhal?" He looked at the Prophet and swallowed 
hard . 

"WellaCl .forgive me, my Lord, if I seem unusually nervous. This isn't 
at all like me. However, I am uha€ 1 quite interested in seeing what 
she has to offer in the training grounds with my comrades and 
myself." He said, now speaking very bravely. This shocked me. I still 
was discerning the rationale for this council-to-be ' s fascination 
with me . 

"You mean what _entertainment _she has to offer?" Garr chuckled. A 
few others did also. Nikhal glared at his specialist. 

"No, sir. I mean what experience, as a different gender and mindset, 
could she enlighten us with? What could she teach us through her 
father's upbringing? After all, her father was a notable Shipmaster. 
How unfortunate of his passing, might I add." He looked directly at 
me, saying this. I was flummoxed. No one else bothered to console me 
about my father, not even Mercy. Never you mind that his reasoning 
for support of me is more naA“ve being younger than the others, he 
defended me! 

"What? Surely, you're not siding with the buffoons who think this 
eyesore should be perceived as equal to us and live to fight along 
side us?" He said, chuckling again. This time, no one joined him. His 
side of the jury, all Sangheili that is, eyeballed Garr with a deadly 
gaze. And quickly, he attempted to foolishly right his wrong. 

"I mean, uma€ 1 " He had not only insulted a noble warrior. Chancellor 
Alei, but also insulted Hierarch Mercy. 

"How dare you!" Chancellor proclaimed, more concerned with Mercy's 
well-being rather than his own. 

"I cannot believe you just said that. Councilman!" A San ' Shyuum 
said . 

"What arrogance! And to think, I sided with you!" Another 
said . 

"Garr, you have just soiled upon your own rank. What say you?" Mercy 
said in his own defense. 

"laClYou seeaC 1 what I meant wasaC 1 " He knew he had been caught. This 
whole time, his act of tyranny was nothing more than a game to cause 
a riot. True, he may have actually despised me, being something 
unknown to him, but he could have dealt with me personally and 
quietly if he truly wanted to. But instead, he chose to attempt and 
humiliate me publicly; and possibly even the Hierarchs if given the 
chance . 



still, there were others who were loyal to his reasoning, but not 
necessarily him. And for that. Truth ended this entire thing. 


"Very well, despite the fact that Garr has pathetically try to cause 
harm to an individual deserving of no punishment to any crime 
committed, I hereby declare Garr stripped of his rank. The only 
affiliation you have now as a Councilman is to continue to teach your 
apprentice, as you are his father. But as far as ever stepping foot 
in here again, if anyone here sees him doing so, you are to, at that 
moment, take the limb that touched this very floor from his body and 
bring it to me at once! Nikhal, you are granted a promotion but you 
still must train daily to earn that rite. Your teacher's other 
punishment that will earn him death is if he fails is to teach his 
apprentice how to be a Councilman and the opposite of everything he 
has stood for in this assembly." Truth took a deep breath and looked 
to my direction. 

"Now then. To the important affair at hand. Ruz 'Malamee, we 
recognize that your father was an exceptional warrior and an 
inspiring leader among us all. Therefore, we will not hesitate to 
take his last dying wish into account-" 

"But my Lord, her origins!" Garr desperately cried out, pitifully 
trying to reason with the highest authority. 

"One more utter from your detestable tongue and I will send you to 
the cell whose quarters house carnivorous Kig-Yar that will gladly 
rip off all your mandibles and consume them!" Garr recoiled and slunk 
into his seat. 

"As I was sayinga€ 1 we will honor his desire. But, even though Garr 
is no longer a threat to you now as he is very much a fool, we still 
have to assess your origins. Do you have any idea where you acquired 
youra€ 1 visage? " He queried. 

"No, I'm afraid not. Father didn't know, and neither did Sasa 
'Jinaree. He was the one who rescued me from the hands of his 
rebellious brother." 

"Who was that brother of his, Ruz?" Mercy asked me. 

"That is something I do not know also, I've never met his brother 
face to face . " 

"How long has it been since you saw Sasa?" 

There was a piece of information I haven't thought of at 
all . 

"Wella€ 1 unless the initial impact of unconsciousness just before 
speaking to my father one last time had destroyed my discernment, I 
saw him that very day. He was supporting my father, as his best 
friend, and me, as a family member, during my training lesson. That 
lesson was to be one of, if not, the last of my spar training" 

"In any case, back to the root of my topic. You do not know the 
origins of your visage and therefore cannot inform us of any inherent 
genetic heresies to be cleansed or healed of, then we have no choice 
but to please both sides." 



I knew that "cleansing" meant rid of forever; destroy, kill. That was 
obvious. But this business of pleasing both sides? 

"As of now, odds are in your favor, young one. The council has 
dramatically changed its opinion based on the constant murmurs I 
overheard. With our blessing, you are accepted into the Covenant 
Empire and its soldiers-" The individuals that impressed so much upon 
the others who were in terror of me cheered with a loud joyous noise. 
Not an extremely long cheer, but more along the lines of a blunt 
shout of victory. I was glad to see that without speaking directly to 
any of them, I had acceptance into a family of warriors. 

"-However, due to the reality of the unknown still lingering in your 
shadow, we will not only assess your skills and talents, we will push 
you harder than your father ever did. As I'm sure, he challenged you 
to your greatest height whilst simultaneously gently leading you as 
his precious daughter. He did indeed spoke fondly of you to his 
comrades; I've heard him say many things of you. Clearly, he valued 
you as much as he did his duty as a warrior. If you wish to follow in 
your fathers footsteps, we will be more than willing to grant you 
that and the satisfaction for his dying request. You will be 
accepted, as I stated before, all the same, you will be undergoing 
what your father did years ago. His trial was quite overbearing; 
exceeding the stamina of many average Sangheili, he rose to a greater 
height than his brethren. You, also, will have to show your worth in 
the same manner if you wish to step into his boots. On the same hand, 
your origins still baffle us at large and must be taken into 
consideration. Therefore, not only will you endure assessments that 
drive your inner warrior, you will have to complete this task over 
twice as much as the normal given time for a newly initiated Minor - 
seven weeks are the amount of time you will be given to prove 
yourself; starting tomorrow at sunrise. No more, no less. The Council 
who still adhere to the fool who began this charade will be happy to 
know whether or not she breaks under immense tension. If after the 
fact that she does prevail our task and those opposed her still 
adamantly try to harm her, any of those individuals will be stripped 
of their honor." He said with bitterness towards the remaining loyal 
dim-wits who side with Carr's reasoning. Those simpletons 
condescendingly talked amongst themselves, as if they won in the war 
of words, and making deals on what I assume is whether or not I would 
last the full seven weeks. 

As Truth and the others adjourned the assembly and many of them took 
their leave, Nikhal motioned to me that I come follow him, as he knew 
the arrogant ones might do something suspicious to me if I crossed 
paths with them. Gladly, I made my way towards him, watching for any 
clues to his peculiar behavior. 

"UmaCl hello, I am Nikhal. I, uha€ 1 I am eager to see you fight 
tomorrow." I took strong note of his anxiousness in his voice. I 
wondered if I was in any way intimidating to some. 

"Oh, are you? You mean eager to see me f ightaC 1 you? " I 
inquired . 

"What? Oh, no. No, no, no, that is what I was meaning at all. All I 
meant was, eha€ 1 " He paused for a moment before I heard him 
swallowing a pocket of air. "I meant that I am eager to see how you 
do in a fight. To see who bests you and whom you best." He said this 
with more bravery in his voice tone, as if trying to impress me with 



these words. 


"I see," I chuckled. "If you are eager to see how I spar with your 
comrades and just how long I'd last before giving up," I gave my own 
pause, leaning forward, not really paying attention to my motions. I 
noticed more apprehensiveness in his demeanor as I leaned forward. 
"Then maybe you should fight me yourself rather than waiting around 
for me to pick a fight." I said giving a smile with my mandibles. He 
nervously chuckled. 

"Yes, of course." I huffed at his response, being humored by this 
strange male Councilor-to-be. "Very good, whenever fate has us both 
spar, we shall see who lasts the longest." I said walking away with a 
flick to my tail. Before I left the room, I turned my head behind me, 
saying one last piece of advice towards Nikhal. "One word of warning 
when that day comes, Nikhal, my father was one of the best swordsman 
in the Covenant. So don't be surprised if you spot a few cuts where 
you felt no pain." I said chuckling, nodding to him, and walked out 
the door, ready for my seven weeks of self-assessment. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>Whew, my brain officially needs a break from this story 
until I can think again! I would very much appreciate some people 
noticing non-canon elements in this story or better ideas. I'm always 
willing to lend an ear to something more interesting! I hope you 
enjoyed this chapter as much as the last! This is my longest chapter 
in this story so far as of Oct. 19th! Let's see if I can exceed six 
pages with another chapter :P<strong> 

**Next Time: Ruz begins her training and boy, is it rough! Will she 
make it through or given in to quitting her dream and her father's 
last request?** 


4 . Proving Honor - Part 1 of 7 

**I managed to get myself to write this after all! Thank you for the 
many views and reviews! Enjoy!** 

■jk" "jk" ■jk" 

><p>I rose early from slumber just before the break of dawn, almost 
having little to no sleep but prepared the day's business. 
Fortunately, father taught me not to rely solely on sleep to restore 
me. He told me only the mark of honor, a warrior's creed, will 
provide rest during a war (what he neglected to say also was that 
Blood, your family, also comforted you to sleep) . Before I went on my 
way, I meditated on the image of my father, his long-impacting words, 
and his journey as I watched the sun rise from the horizon. I did not 
expect sword sparring to happen the first day, but I decided to keep 
my hilts with me, as they are too much of value to leave behind when 
training or at war.<p> 

The sun still climbing the sky, I traveled to the place of training 
quarters within the Holy City of High Charity, sight-seeing the 
various landmarks within the city. Traveling the lift towards the 
training grounds, I debated whether or not to show my skull-like 
visor or my face to the instructor upon entry; I decided it was best 
to put on my helmet when we actually begun training. As I neared the 



end of the lift's descent, I forced within myself to tame the 
anticipation of this great opportunity given to me. At the end of the 
ride, the door swiped open as I boldly walked into the class. 

I knew I was expected by classmate and teacher alike attributable to 
the susurrations that tossed silently like a low-tide. Things 
like- 

"It's that crossbreed!", and, 

"Look, here she comes!", as well as, 

"What other race do you think she is?", and among other things. 

The instructor frowned with a most dissatisfied scowl on his 
countenance. I approached the class and instructor with vehement 
pride and audacity. 

"Good morning, instructor. I hope I haven't arrived late to the 
lesson. I am eager to learn if you are eager to teach, sir." I said 
with a respectful bow. He insolently huffed towards me. 

"Just stay out of the way, female." He said, bumping into my 
shoulder. I was a little annoyed at such sexism, but I dismissed it 
for now. 

"Yes sir." Was all that I replied. 

"Assessment! Form a straight line, immediately!" He called out. Not 
surprisingly, I was first to settle in the spot designated to me on 
the floor (also not surprisingly, my placement among my classmates 
would be last in line, with the Lieutenant being fourth to last) ; 
however, this quick movement surprised my classmates, even Nikhal. 

The line was almost perfectly even - the second student next to me 
stepped ever so slightly away from me, as if I was cured or diseased. 
Whispers started up again but I did not adjust my eyes away from the 
front. "Enough chatter, whelps." Instructor called out. "I am Vaman 
'Ontomee, your personal instructor. You are here today because of one 
of two reasons; you were stripped of your rank and this training 
could allow you to regain your honor or the Prophets or Council chose 
you to prove your worth to be called a warrior and set foot on the 
battlefield. Now, to begin, I will make this introduction quick and 
simple. You are to give me your name when I come to you. Once I have 
a record of each of your names, I will give further instructions." He 
said standing in front of the closest young male Sangheili to him, 
revealing a data pad full of Covenant letters what I assumed to be 
the list of names of us all. "Name?" 

"Ygar 'Putumee." The male answered. Vaman inhaled calmly, narrowing 
his eyebrows . 

"I know that most of you whelps are not accustomed to this way of 
life as of yet, so as to save you from the trouble of punishment, you 
will refer to me as Master or Sir. Understood? 

"Yes, Master Vaman 'Ontomee!" The others, Ygar included, 
replied . 

"Yes, Master Vaman 'Ontomee, sir!" My voice carried on momentarily 
from the rest. Even if he would show me none, I vowed to respect this 



warrior, keep my conduct under control, and not make the same mistake 
as I did when I approached Garr. Vaman glanced at me coldly, not 
caring how much respect I gave him, he continued on. I clenched my 
fist, I was ready to do anything drastic to show I wasn't just a 
whelp compared to the rest! But I knew I had to reserve all my anger 
and stamina for fighting. 

"Next?" He said, moving down the line. 

"Voro 'Kasamee, sir." 

"And you?" He said, still moving forward, looking down, furiously 
fingering his data pad. 

"Xygos 'Vrotalee, Master." Without emotion, he acknowledged the 
student and continued onto the line of twelve students, including 
myself and Nikhal. 

"You, you're, Nikhal, yes? The one who foolishly sided with that 
eyesore, over there?" He said pointing towards my direction, not 
looking my way. I sighed softly with exasperation, I was growing 
indignant of this constant bigoted and xenophobic gossip against my 
being. Nikhal momentary silence seemed to couple my own 
annoyance . 

"Yes, sir. But she is no eyesore. She is just as much a warrior as we 
are. Master." His words seemed to make my hearts beat faster, though 
I didn't know why. Vaman growled with fury. 

"You listen to me, you food-for-brains ! You may be the nephew of the 
Chancellor, but you have no authority to tell me such things! As far 
as I am concerned, she is an eyesore to the entire Covenant fleet!" 

He said, slightly raising his voice, then cleared his throat after a 
moment of silence. "Now, no more arguments of this matter, are we all 
clear? " 

"Yes, Master!" I was the only student who didn't respond, as I was 
too busy fighting against my wrath that welled in my broken soul. And 
he knew it . 

"Eyesore, I didn't hear you respondaC 1 " He said with a cheeky voice 
tone . 

"Yes sir." I said muffled, hiding my irritableness. 

"Hmm, a little weak. Perhaps you should practice that." He replied. 
"Let us carry on before my own voice bores me." After the student 
next to Nikhal called out, the individual next to me seemed very 
reserved for a male. He hadn't said a word. Not even when they all 
made fun of me. Like a statue, he was waiting patiently to be called 
upon . 

"You?" 


"I am Eelo ' Jhanakee . " Trying to find the name on his data pad, he 
paused to no avail. 


"You aren't on the list. I don't even think I recognize your 
file-" 



"I have scars upon my face I'd rather wish not showing, sir. As far 
as to why I do not appear on the list? I was registered to train 
early this morning, my file clearly hasn't sent to your information." 
He cut him off. Vaman looked at Eelo with a vacant expression. I was 
expecting him to go on about how he rudely cut him off, but instead, 
he simply huffed with satisfactory, as if Eelo had outwit him quite 
easily. I think he couldn't argue nor did he want to. 

As he wrote the name under the previous soldier, he did not stand in 
front of me, passing me by completely towards the readied training 
dummies. While the insult didn't surprise me, I assumed he'd at least 
check off my name, knowing I was the last to be called out. He didn't 
even do that; obviously stating that according to him, I was 
invisible. This set me off. 

"Sir, weren't you going to call out my name?" The others patiently, 
or reluctantly, awaited his response and anticipated another 
dissension, I'm sure. Vaman, halting in his tracks, took a deep 
breath, as if trying to control inner anger. With composure, he 
turned around. 

"No, I don't need to call out your name. Eyesore. As far as the next 
seven weeks concern, you do not exist. I do not care whether or not 
you are the shipmaster's daughter or whether the Prophets choose you 
to be here, you're an abomination to me all the same. If you cause 
one more interruption, I will not hesitate, in fact, I will even 
enjoy, throwing you out of this classroom. Are we implicitly clear?" 
He said with a monotone voice. 

Hell hath no fury like a woman scorned. 

My entire being shifted from the unmoved Jiralhanae nature to the 
bezerking kind . 

"Master, personally, I don't give a damn whether or not you care I am 
his daughter of chosen by the Prophets. But as I recall, my father, 
N'tho Malamee, was more concerned with his entire crewmen more than 
his own life. And the fact that you even know I am his daughter 
suggests that you knew him personally, which furthermore suggests 
that you under his command. If he was still breathing, how do you 
think he'd react if I told him you were treating his daughter, Ruz 
'Malamee, in this manner? Conclusively, to you and the rest of the 
class, I may be abominable and unsightly, but I am still an 
individual and because of the fact that the Hierarchs wanted me to be 
here standing before you, I expect that you treat me as ordered by 
the Holy Ones. They DID say they'd behead any who dared disobey their 
instruction on teaching me as any normal studentaC 1 and sir, I am a 
force to be reckoned with. Do not trifle with the unknown or the 
unknown will consume you." I said calmly. 

"By the RingsaC 1 " Nikhal uttered. 

"What courageaC 1 " Eelo stated. Vaman, just as furious as Garr when I 
spat verbally to his face, looked towards the other students as if 
searching for an ally among them, having none, he then marched 
towards me, picking me up by the neck and put my back against the 
wall. I struggled but realized quickly that even with my strength in 
both mental and otherwise, I was still female in terms of physical 
brawn . 



"Listen, you filthy insect! You may have been blessed by the 
Prophets, but they are not here to watch me destroy your honor and 
bravery!" He exhaled with such a great force with his anger, throwing 
me down to the ground. As I regained myself, he needed to catch his 
breath as well. 

"I wouldn't want our Lords catching you say that. Sir." Eelo 
said . 

"ENOUGH! No more discussion, your first task is to practice your 
fighting techniques! Pick a training dummy and begin! You have 
fifteen minutes!" 

As the others gathered to pick a training dummy, Vaman forcibly put 
his hand on my shoulder, to stop me from moving. 

"I warn you. Eyesore, if you defy my order once more, I will make 
sure you will never see the Army again. Now, go and try to rise to 
the level of the best of these warriors. I doubt you will exceed 
above my son, Gharan. Speaking of him, since I do not have the time 
or the desire to babysit you like a Grunt, he will watch over you the 
next seven weeks. So, it would only be appropriate that as the best 
in this group, he would have charge over you." Walking away tending 
to the other Sangheili, what ambled in was the most handsome 
Sangheili my eyes had ever laid on. At first, I didn't know whether 
to respectively stand at where I was, frozen, or to bow and let my 
legs give out. I ended up doing a combination of both. I stood 
frozen, waiting for him to speak. 

"So, you're the eyesore my father has been raving on about." He 
huffed. "You look even weaker than I expected. I predict you will 
give up by the end of the day-" My legs gave out as he spoke. 
"-OraGlnow, I suppose." 

"Oh, no no, Gharan - I mean Gharan, sir. Uma€ 1 I lost my balance for a 
moment because, eha€ 1 the journey here was long and I should've rested 
a few minutes on the way here." I said nervously. I couldn't helped 
but notice his beautiful lifeless black eyes. Normally, eyes like 
that wouldn't intrigue me so, but the endless voids that they are 
were like black holes, sucking me in. And to describe his overall 
build? "Broad" does not suffice as an adequate description. 

"Very well, I would only expect a female to be weak and tired after a 
simple walk through High Charity. Rest if you must, but I am watching 
you, so you must practice." 

"Oh, yes, yes, of course, sir." I couldn't believe my eyes, my ears! 
What a dazzling male I had stumbled upon. However, I couldn't help 
but notice peering eyes glaring my direction and an angry growl to 
match it. Though, it wasn't from Vamana€ 1 I recognized the gestures 
from the ever mysterious Nikhal. What a strange character he is. For 
what reason does he have to view this happening and react with 
animosity? 

As I pondered this, I gave my all, practicing fervently against an 
inanimate object, for three things; the honor of my father's name, 
the glory of the Covenant, the Prophets and Great Journey, and most 
recently, the attraction to this Gharan individual. I have never felt 
such attraction to any male beforea€ 1 



A few minutes before the fifteen minute mark, Gharan told me to stop 
pract icing . 


"What? Did-did I do something wrong, sir?" I asked genuinely. 

"No, surprisingly. You actually did very well. Your father was a true 
fighter, I can see that in you. You may just very well one day 
surpass me. Eyesore." My hearts completely bypassed the insult and 
began to beat faster. 

"Thank you very much!" I said happily. He glared undeterred by the 
sudden outburst of emotion. "Era€ 1 I meana€ 1 " I bowed a deep 
respectful bow that I would have given my father. "I appreciate your 
compliments, Gharan, sir. 

"My father is speaking, listen up." Lifting my head, I attuned my 
listening to Vaman more than I had before. 

"Very good, whelps. You all impress me. Gharan, report from the 
eyesore?" My avid attention was once again broken - for the moment. 
Even as fuming as I was, Gharan spoke and I was curious as to what he 
had to say. 

"She impressed me, also, father." Vaman was taken aback at the news 
he had heard. 

"Really? Hmma€ 1 perhaps we need toa€lmake the training exercises more 

difficult." He said, moving himself to the front of the 

room. 

"Listen up, whelps! You have done well this training session so far, 
however, due to our consistent interruptions, you have now have less 
time to complete the entire day's worth of training. You have another 
fifteen minutes to complete your new task - practicing against motion 
detecting training dummies." I gave out a chuckle, which I thought I 
had kept to myself, but apparently I hadn't. 

"What is so humorous. Eyesore?" Vaman had asked. 

"Nothing, sir. It is just that prior to my father's passing, when he 
and I were not sparring, he made me practice on nothing but those 
training dummies." I replied with a fierce pride. 

"Oh, did you now? Why don't you demonstrate your skills to the class 
about this subject, yes?" 

"Gladly." Normally, I would have fallen away from such a request, due 
to the very fact that it was my lack of self-control that got me into 
this. Nevertheless, my outward vanity assured me that I _was_ skilled 
with this type of practice. 

"Refrain from using your preferred weapons - use your combat against 
this dummy." He said, pushing a dummy in front of me. He stood back, 
side by side to his son, the class watching with anticipation as to 
what I would do. 

I made my defensive stance, arm below the other, as if I were 
wielding blades, I used my claws as such. I attacked quickly to the 
shoulder of the dummy and, by reflex, twirled in a spin, attacked the 
legs, and then the neck. I did this to every area my father taught 



were weak points. Usually, within a few minutes, the dummy would 
deactivate, letting me know have defeated it and completed my dummy 
training for the day. But this, clearly was no ordinary dummy. After 
what seemed like countless minutes and what would have been slashes 
resulted in sweat - with a hint of blood. 

The dummy didn't do its usual motion that I quickly picked up on. It 
reversed its pattern - causing me to receive a mighty blow to the 
face. Before I could retaliate and fight back, I took another blow to 
the stomach, which sent me to the floor. The dummy immediately 
stopped moving as soon as I made contact with the floor. I took the 
advantage of catching my breath. I looked to Vaman, he was smug as 
ever. Gharan, I wasn't too sure about. 

"So, skilled are you? Once again, you remind me of a Grunt 
pathetically trying to survive against a Demon crushing its skull 
with its hand." He chuckled. The others chuckled with a hush. 

"She was doing wella€ 1 perhaps my brilliance put her under pressure. 
Maybe she isn't suited for this class after all." As I took a beating 
to the hearts from that comment from Gharan, I took note of Nikhal ' s 
boiling anger. 

"Your brilliance? Your brilliance, my wooden blade (1) ! You aren't 
have the warrior she is trying to be." 

I wanted to castrate Nikhal for that comment. I do not care how 
supportive of me he is. how dare he insult such aa€ 1 aa€ 1 talented 
student?! At that moment, I saw Nikhal move in such a swift way only 
I had ever seen happen with one other person in my life -me. He took 
his fists, ready to make a move on Gharan, while, as brilliant as 
Gharan truly is, avoided the assault and threw him across the room 
with one arm, where he had started from. 

"Nice effort. Nikhal. However, it was futile. You cannot best me 
whelp. You're a runt compared the rest of them." As much as I am, 
eha€ 1 interested, in Gharan, that was harsh, even for Sangheili 
standards . 

"On the contrary, son. Eyesore is the runt of the whelps." I didn't 
exactly need all this emotion surging through my body; anger and all. 
But somehow I managed to keep them in check. 

"Students, let these two arrogant fools be a lesson to you. Firstly, 
know your place; whether you come out on top or whether you remain a 
whelp. And never attempt to best _the _best." With that, he ended the 
class after the fifteen minutes of the class to practice on the 
motion-detecting training dummies. 

"Well, class, I believe that was a decent start to the beginning of 
your first week. The next six weeks will be difficult, I assure you. 
And with that, this next week will be virtually identical to today - 
with, what I hope, to be the exception for Eyesore. Or at least the 
exception of her behavior, if not her altogether." I would grow an 
age older with every comment he hissed my direction. 

He then dismissed the class, and before anything could stop me, my 
only goal as of today was to fall into my bed. I pushed my way 
through the other students, not caring who bumped into and what they 
had to say about it, and marched towards my place of habitation. On 



my way, I heard a call to my name behind me. 

"Ruz ! Wait, please! I wish to speak with you!" Nikhal had managed to 
follow me this far, why not? 

I turned around abruptly, causing him to be startled. "What is it, 
Nikhal?" 

"I wish to speak with you, Ruz." He said, still trying to catch his 
breath, I sighed heavily. 

"Well, then out with it." 

"Ruz, I'm really sorry if I upset you in class today, I was really 
looking forward to sparring with you and-" 

"Enough! I have seen how he handled you, and he clearly deserves to 
be the best! I can only wish to be as gifted." 

He looked at me, puzzled and hurt, he sighed. 

"I meant what I said, I apologize. I justa€ 1 I just wish I was able to 
find more time with you, to get to know you." His very suggestion 
normally would have intrigued me, but yet it angered me. He wished 
the very thing I want with Gharan. And anything more didn't register 
within my enraged mind. 

"Leave me. I have nothing more to say to you." As I walked away, I 
now more than ever desperately craved rest and time away from the 
males. I could almost feel the hurt Nikhal felt. That did not concern 
me, as of now. 

The first week had happened exactly the first day had happened; apart 
from the distractions. My sense of haughtiness had caused me several 
emotional scars over the past week, but with meditation upon the 
teachings of my father, it would eventually stable me. The second 
week would include brawling with other classmates. The second week 
would sure be interesting. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 

><p><em>(l) This phrase was meant to be the equivalent to, "Your 
brilliance? My ass!"<em> 

■jk" "jk" "jk" 


><pXstrong>Hoo, man, was this a difficult chapter to write! Hoped 
you enjoyed it!<strong> 

**Next Time: Ruz deals with Vaman and Gharan once more. Fights a 
mysterious Eelo, Gharan wishes to speak with her, find out a secret 
or two . * * 


5. Proving Honor - Part 2 of 7 

**I put a lot of work into this chapter hope you like this it! 
Enjoy ! ** 



><p>By come of the second week, Vaman had the pleasure of reporting 
my, "Unacceptable" behavior to the prophets. I thought for sure that 
I was going to be sentenced to death for tyranny. Until, that is, 
when Mercy mentioned that it will be difficult for me, as I am, to 
adjust along with those who will equally struggle to coincide with 
me. Thankfully, Vaman was forced to silence his tongue, at least it 
was a vow only made to them rather than actually following through 
with it, I knew I was able to rest easier and practice more 
peacefully the second week.<p> 

"Welcome to your second week of training, whelps. Your task this week 
is fighting against each other in hand-to-hand combat. Fortunately, 
you are allowed to pick your training partner, as I am in no mood to 
boggle my mind on combat match-making. Have at it." 

I knew instinctively that I was never to be picked as a partner, 
well, Nikhal would have but he knew better than to converse with me 
right now. The only upside to that is the possibility of sparring 
with Gharan, learning more about him, and becoming closer to him; if, 
for a high popular individual like him and a not so popular 
individual like me, were possible. The flip side is that Nikhal and I 
would be the ones to spar, as I previously mentioned to him. Though, 

I was still upset at what he did the week prior. 

Waiting for Vaman to mention that I was partnerless and would either 
let me off the hook this week or side with his son, Eelo approached 
me, which surprised me, for whatever reason. 

"Despite your lack of success last week, I am most eager to fight 
you, if you wish to be my partner." I looked at him for a 
moment . 

"You wish to spar with me? Does no one else wish to with you?" 

"The fact that I don't appear anywhere on the list raises question 
for individuals. Fortunately, the fear of the unknown allows me to 
pick and choose my partner carefully. And I see you as a beneficial 
candidate for a battle." He said. I hadn't really considered that 
Eelo's mysterious profile would make him just as ignorable as me. The 
way it looks, while no one has knowledge of his talents, I'm sure 
simply being a mystery causes him to be a 'runt', as they all 
continuously mentioned about me. 

"Hmma€lwell, normally, there 'd be another, if not two others, I'd 
like to spar with, however, I cannot choose both and they already 
have chosen their partners." I said glancing at them both talking to 
their partners. "And while, logically, as the only two left, it would 
only make sense to say yes since we do not really have a choice. 
However, you have been kind enough to me and haven't said any harsh 
words as of yet. Gladly, I'll be your partner." I said with a smile. 
He, also displaying a smile through outlines of his mask, bowed his 
head in respect. 

"Well, I am not like the others. I greatly admire you being here. It 
is very rare that a female is allowed into the Covenant Army." He 
said, crossing his arms with a chuckle. "I assume, that once every 
individual completes the task of finding a partner, we immediately 
set up for the competition, as it were." I nodded, agreeing. 



"Very good, whelps. You didn't waste any time finding your partners. 
Surprisingly, neither did Eyesore." Vaman said emot ionlessly . His son 
chuckled a bit in response. My hearts sank in knowing this but I 
ignored it. But as to what I couldn't ignore was Nikhal ' s sad 
expression which I did not know the reason for. "Students, your task 
this week is simple. Firstly, there are twelve of you, and 
additionally, my son and I. Second, there will be seven fights in 
total. And thirdly, each fight will be no more or less than eight and 
a half minutes, as we have but a unit to complete each class for this 
week. In advance, each week, every class you attend will increase by 
thirty minutes. Expect long and disciplined hours of training. And 
for this week, you will fight your partner again each day, so don't 
expect a trade of partners tomorrow or the day after; who you have is 
who you keep. And so, this week you will fight your partner you have 
chosen for a total of roughly sixty minutes this week. Plot each move 
after today carefully. This week's assignment is not a competition, 
but you will treat it as so. The rules of your fights are simple: as 
of today and the next six, there will be no weapons handed to you. If 
you brought any, you will not be needing them until two weeks from 
now. Your fights consist of only using the limbs of the body the Gods 
gave you. Now, just so we understand, as is will be with every time 
we do these battles. Eyesore and any unfortunate partners in her 
midst will automatically be seen last; as I expect her to crumble 
under her partners and opponents hand." My rage was boiling as the 
others stifled their laughter, but I did not let up. "Without further 
ado, let me and my son have the first fight before I announce our 
first fight of the day between you. Everyone, take your partner and 
line yourselves up along the walls. Try not to be anywhere over the 
white lined square in the center of the room. That square is the 
battlefield; any outside the square are the observers. Oh, also, 
before I neglect to remember and move on without saying so, my son 
and I will display proper movements, gestures, etc in a 
battle . " 

With the instructions implanted into my mind, I was fully prepare to 
spar with Eelo. As the classroom took their places outside the line, 
Vaman and Gharan took their positions; bowing respectively to one 
another, and then took their stances. " 

"Threea€ 1 twoa€ 1 onea€ 1 FIGHT ! " Vaman said as they both clashed their 
forearms together, as if using swords, but that was only to keep the 
other in check, to make sure each was focusing upon the task. Their 
forearms clashed nicely; showing neither was distracted nor giving 
into retreat. While I admired Vaman ' s skills, I watched more closely 
upon his son. Nearing the end, they both had ended their fight in 
similar stance and never truly harmed one another; knowing that this 
was simply due to the fact that they most likely regularly spar 
together, this is a feat difficult to duplicate. Which told me, they 
truly were equal, at least in battle. Yet, I'm sure, Gharan still 
being young, had much to learn. 

They both bowed once more, seeing their side of the room near the 
door . 

"As you can see, this fight was a tie. And, for your curiosity, I do 
not judge sparring based upon my own fair judgment. I rightly have 
trained in many years as a warrior and teacher. So, Eyesore, as I'm 
sure you might guess, I'd love to have you fail, however, the only 
courteous thing I will give you is allowing you to stay if your 
fights are as strong as your stubbornness. If you manage to defeat 



your opponent, reluctantly, I will acknowledge your skill. If not, 
then that is one small step closer to leaving this room. Forever." I 
clenched my fists. I was growing weary of his constant calling-out 
just so he has a reason to embarrass me. How? And why would the Noble 
Hierarchs put me with such insolence? Eelo touched my shoulder as I 
tried to avoid walking towards Vaman with every ounce of my anger 
stored within my claws. How I'd give anything just to rip his throat 
out when he slepta€l 

"Ruz, is something the matter?" I looked at her, she did not have a 
face of worry or sympathy; this question was rhetorical. "Do not be 
troubled by our teacher's words. I admire you, that is all you need 
to accept; not that they do not accept you." Admittedly, she was 
right. I shouldn't have to use my strength to fight against 
oppression when I need to save it for the fight. I eased up, sighing, 
having my back against the wall. She, too, did the same. 

"Now then, the first fight will bea€ 1 Ygar 'Putumee against Voro 
'Kasamee!" The two Sangheili were enemies, from what I gathered. As 
soon as Vaman assumed the countdown, they both did not hesitate to 
clash their forearms. This fight was rather bloody; but not gory. 

This fight was one by Ygar. 

Every fight after was more and more interesting as it went. 

"Very good, class. Interesting tactics. I noticed a few of you took 
notice of things my son and I did during our fight. Impressive eyes. 
And for the last fight of the day. Eyesore and Eelo." Elexing my 
fingers, I readied for combat. I stood in front of Eelo, ready to 
prove Vaman wrong. Eelo readied himself, as well. As we both took our 
respective stances, I controlled my breathing, trying not to focus on 
the smirk on Vaman ' s face; I blushed at the sight of Gharan ' s face. I 
nervously waved to him, not caring that he didn't wave 
back . 

"Eather, " Gharan asked Vaman. He looked to his son. 

"What is it, my son?" 

"Erom what I gathered, the Eyesore has a weakness. One that can be 
used to our advantage." 

"Oh?" Gharan gave a wicked but calm smile. 

"She seems to possess feelings for me that are not mutual." 

"Good. Break her until she is rid from our class; she is a pestilence 
among us . 

"Believe me father. I intend on putting quarantine upon our parasite 
to extinction. What if I seduce her to be my opponent for n ext 
week?" Vaman smiled broadly. 

"I grant you permission to do so. In fact," He said turning to 
Gharan. "Silently do away with her during the fight, making it look 
like she truly is weak; in case she grows stronger over the next 
several days . " 

Gharan nodded his head in understanding and both eyes watched the 
fight begin. 



"Threea€ 1 twoa€ 1 onea€ 1 FIGHT ! " Called out Vaman. Eelo bowed a deep 
respectful bow, and I, turn, gave him one. As soon as our eyes met, 
we did not hold back. After we clashed forearms, I lifted my arm 
against his, immediately striking his shoulder. Though I barely 
missed, he jumped backwards, then plunging towards me. I dodged his 
next attack by taking myself underneath him, and swiping his feet. As 
he fell down, I got up, backing up some to claim victory but not take 
my eye off him. 

"Distract her, Gharan." Vaman whispered to his son. He smirked, 
saying, 

"Keep your courage in both hands, Ruz ! " (Smugly, he waited for my 
foolish turn around. Sadly, I gave in.) Hearing a voice that sent 
chills down my spine, I turned around and waved again, this time 
having him wave back, I lost focus. "She is weak. She will be easy to 
crush." Gharan silently said. Eelo, taking advantage of this 
distraction, openly tackled me, having restrained my arms and 
legs . 

"Look, I know you have affections for Gharan and I understand why, I 
would too if I wasn't more focused on the Journey; like you should 
be. So I suggest you keep your head in the fight, Ruz." I tilted my 
head in confusion to his 'I would be too" comment. Knowing I was 
confused, Eelo nervously got off me and picked me up, nodding towards 
me . 

Vaman frowned. 

"Eelo picked him up, he held back his fire upon her." Gharan looked 
at his father. 

"Shall I also put him down, also, father?" 

"No, my son. He is nothing more than a sympathizer. 

"All more the reason to put him down." 

"I said no! I am not threatened by him. That one has more purpose 
than we know. I sense it." Gharan, looking back to the fight, 
pondered on Vaman ' s words. 

As I nodded back, I lifted my leg for a kick, expecting to be caught. 
Thus, it was so. However, I lifted my other leg, hoping to strike 
another attack, and, without emotion, he caught my other leg, turned 
me over on my stomach against the ground. I felt the cold ground, 
allowing its icy chills to wake me up from momentary defeat. I used 
my tail as a whip and with ease, I got out of his grasp, did a 
backflip, and being behind him, wrapped my arms around his neck, with 
claws at his throat. I knew he respected me, so my claws weren't 
digging into his throat where his honor would drip out. But they were 
deep enough to let him know that if I truly wanted, I could kill him 
right there if he ever became a threat. 

Sensing this, he, with such strength, grabbed my arms and threw me on 
the ground. With his foot firmly planted upon my stomach, he pointed 
his fingers towards the middle of the eyes as if wielding a blade; 
equally showing me how he also could kill me just as easily. 



"TIME!" The voice jolted me more into slight adrenaline mixed with a 
hint of fear. I was immediately picked up once more, less firmly this 
time; the grip was more friendly. 

"Good fight, Ruz. I hope to do this again." He smiled. As he pat my 
back, between my wings, I slowly walked to my side of the room. 

"You did very good!" A friendly voice called out to me. 

"Your methods were of great effort." Another voice called out, 
putting chills up my spine. I didn't know who to acknowledge first. 
Looking to Nikhal, I went to nod towards him when I saw a grin from 
Gharan. I recoiled and nervously smiled back at him. I felt Nikhal ' s 
gloom from my peripheral vision. 

"I'm am NOT sorry to say, that you have failed against your chosen 

partner. Eyesore. On the other hand, I AM sorry to say that those who 

failed against their partners have lowered themselves with Eyesore, 
here." Every time he threatens me in front of the students causes my 
inner rage to boil over just a little more to the edge. "Continue to 
train at home and perhaps, for those who failed to best their comrade 

will not do so tomorrow. Sleep well, my pupils. You are dismissed." I 

knew he was aiming that last comment about failure towards me, as 
usual. Heading for the exit last to leave, even from Vaman, Eelo 
stopped me in mid stride. 

"Ruz, I feel like I could really learn from you." He said with a 
smile. Though, I didn't know whether that was an insult or not. 

"How do you mean? I failed, as the teacher blatantly said." I told 
him with obvious hurt in my voice but trying to hold back the pain. 

He put his hand on my shoulder. 

"I see something in you that clearly no one else sees except for 
maybe the Nikhal fellow. You see, I have a reason I am so 
mysteriousa€ 1 " He said guiding me out the door. (As we were walking, 
Gharan was in the shadows of a hallway, listening into the 
conversation, but awaiting a moment to fulfill his plot.) 

"Oh? And what is that, Eelo?" 

Away from the prying eye, (or so he thought, ) he began his 
tale . 

"You seea€lmy father never wanted me to fighta€lhe wished me to take 
care of the house, that I help raise our family." 

"Please, stop for a moment, your father wanted you, a male, to do 
female's work?" I knew that my father had the opposite wish, being 
that he never married and, therefore, didn't have children of his 
own . 

"Yes, let me explain." He insisted. "I am not who everyone thinks or 
wants to think I am. There is a reason for this veil over my face. It 
is true I am skilled as a male, however, there is more underneath the 
veila€l" I was quite curious as to what he meant, (Gharan, in his 
shadowed corner, was also.) 

"Wait, you don't mean to saya€ 1 " I began, piecing together her 
words . 



"I do. And the reason why I am telling you this is because I know in 
my hearts, you're the only one I can trust." I was 
flabbergasted . 

" You ' rea€ 1 you ' re female?!" I exclaimed, trying not to be too loud, 
but the shock could not be helped. 

"Please, please, keep it down. I wanted to tell you because ever 
since you set foot into the class, I had hope - you gave me that 
hope. That hope of one day females being treated equal to males, I 
hope you will accept my loyalty to you; I wish to be your friend." I 
was speechless. 

(" interest inga€ 1 not one, but TWO femalesa€ 1 " Gharan thought to 
himself . ) 

"Well, Ia€ll don't know what to say." I told her. 

"I want to be there for you, you deserve a friend in need." She said, 
placing her hand on mine gently. I couldn't hold back the 
smile . 

"Alright, I accept . " 

"She bowed. I will protect you and all you own, with my life. I will 
be loyal to you. I will be your apprentice until you no longer 
breathe!" She said holding her hilt in the air. I halted her from 
activating it. 

"What happened to keeping it down? And why are you so loyal to me, as 
a stranger?" She put her hilt back, taking a deep breath, and looked 
at me with solemn eyes. 

"I'm sorry, I got over excited. The reason why I am acting this way 
is because my father died of a horrible disease a few years ago. He 
could not continue his teachings on house keeping." She knew right 
away I'd empathize. "It took some time, but my mother gave up trying 
to teach me housekeeping and, siding with the war, she sent me off to 
be taught a warrior's creed. I struggled through being accepted, 
also. I had to kill my own mother to be accepted from the 
Councila€ 1 " 

"By the Forerunners! You what?" 

"Yes . " 

"Did the Hierarchs-?" 

"No, it was a Jiralhanae chieftain who had the affections of Garr 
Alakavee." I grimaced. 

"That incompetent swine!" 

"Indeed, I had the same thoughts. And while the Prophets looked down 
on this, they saw the potential of a warrior in me. The Council 
advised me to hide my face in case anyone recognized me. My voice is 
not a typical one but my face-" Revealing it to me, being delicate 
and definitely female looking, "This face is too valuable to reveal 
to just anyone. And so, I had heard about your story when I entered 



the Council Chamber on the day of your acceptance. And while some 
were still fuming over it, they genuinely accepted me. This 
similarity between us is why I wish to live a legacy by your side. I 
wish to be your shield when your blade fails you." She said, putting 
her veil over her face again and bowing a reverential gesture. I 
smiled, not being able to help myself. 

"Again, I gladly accept . " I told her, as a tear rolled down her cheek 
and into her veil. 

"Thank youaC 1 " I only nodded 

"See you tomorrow, friend?" She nodded back and went on her way. 

I stood there, surprised but serenely pleased. I had made a 
friend . 

As I looked towards the stars out the large window by my side, 
pondering on today, I heard footsteps from the shadows. 

"You know, they don't shine as much as you did today in battle, 
'Malamee." My hearts rose to the skies. 

"I, umaClGharan, SiraCjis there something I can help you with?" I 
nervously asked, playing with my hair. 

"No, Beginner. I am here to offer you a challenge. I pleaded my 
father to let me be one of your opponents for this week. I prefer if 
I was your last of this week." Coming towards me, he took my hand and 
held it gently. My hearts were pacing; I could swear he heard the 
rhythm out of sync. "Will you accept?" 

"UhaClyes, how I could not?" He put on a smile (a smug smile) that 
illuminated my whole being. 

"Good. I look forward to sparring with you at the end of this week. 
Eyesore." Then my heart froze for what seemed like 
forever . 

"I'maClstill an Eyesore?" He chuckled. 

"Just remember, I'm only pleasing my father when I say that. When I 
say it in public, remember that I am calling you Angel." He smiled 
and went to find his father. As if I had already been flying, I leapt 
in the air joyfully and sang all the way home. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 

><p>"Eather?" Gharan entered into his house. <p> 

"I'm here, Gharan. What news have you for me?" 

"Eirstly, Eelo is female. She is hiding as male undercover. What 
shall we do of her?" Vaman looked at him from his table, having 
papers upon papers atop it . 

"That matter does not concern me. News of Eyesore?" 


Shrugging off the other subject, Gharan said, "She was more simple 
than I planned to seduce her. She accepted my offer, she will be in 



the mindset of impressing me rather than focusing on a warrior. Even 
if she were one, any reputation she tries to build up through effort 
will break on that day when they see me kill her." He said 
wickedly . 

"Don't think that this plan to quell our virus is entirely your plan, 
son." Gharan looked at his predecessor with disappointment. 

"Of course not, father. But I do take part in the reward that the 
Prophets hand you when we kill her, correct?" Vaman shook his 
head . 

"I'm afraid not. The Prophets ordered me and only me to dispose of 
her quietly and quickly. You will be my aide." Gharan withheld his 
anger as nothing but a tool but showed it on his face. "Do NOT give 
me that look, Gharan! If it weren't for me picking you up out of the 
dirt they call weakness, you NEVER would have become my shining sun, 
following in my footsteps!" His father at times scared him when they 
were alone and he raised his voice. "Now, go to your hole and stay 
there! Do not come back out unless you are called, do you 
understand?" Gharan looked solemnly at the ground and nodded. 

"Good. I have a lot of decisions to make concerning this week and the 
next ones ahead. Leave me to my business." 

As Gharan slipped into the basement of the corroded part of the house 
built in High Charity, he fingered the picture of his broken family; 
his father, his deceased mother, and himself. They all used to know 
what smiling was once. He cried nightly to himself, wishing that he 
had a whole family again. 

Through his tears, he made a vow to himself. "If the day comes where 
I do not find acceptance or love from my father again, I swear by my 
ancestors and my honor, what little has not been torn from me, that I 
WILL slay him in his sleep. I would much rather have a home than be 
by myself though," He said looking at the picture again. He sighed 
softly. "I do not know whether disposing of this 'Malamee female will 
earn his approval finally, but if not and I fail, I swear I WILL kill 
him. And the day will come like a thief in the night" He said 
scratching the wall next to the meaning-held image. Climbing into the 
make-shift bed he created when his father went mad, he slipped under 
the covers and cried himself to sleep. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>Wow, I really surprised myself with this chapter! My 
hands had a mind of its own! My own brain couldn't keep up or change 
whatever came out! At least I have thickened the plot :P I decided on 
one thing and then my hand chose another. Let's see how that works 
for the next chapter ! <strong> 

**Next: Ruz fights Gharan and something happens to shock the class 
and the class learns how to fight with alongside a comrade.** 


6. Proving Honor - Part 3 of 7 

**Sorry it took me so long to post! I wanted to finish another fanfic 
but couldn't so I decided to write this one instead! Enjoy!** 



><p>The stars did not shine the beginning of the third week when I 
looked to though the colossal window again. I sighed, still wrapping 
my wounds in bandages. The pain throughout my body did not sting as 
much as the scarred confidence. The end of the second week was still 
fresh in my mind. It began as the best week in my life that ended as 
the worst; aside from my father's death. <p> 

_-Beginning Flashback_- 

Gharan was acting strange throughout the last week (mainly due to 
fear of his father) . He became more and more interested in me, 
asking me to be alone with him. (He not only was trying to please him 
by gaining my affections by spending time with me but also didn't 
come home for most of the week. Luckily for him, the night he came 
home, Vaman had no words to transfer with him) . However, Vaman did 
not hold back his tongue whenever I failed against Eelo in a battle. 
Luckily, I did defeat her once on the sixth day. Vaman said nothing. 
However, as I had readied to fight Eelo the last day, Gharan reminded 
me it was his turn to fight me. My hearts fluttered and my excitement 
got the best of me. The fight was more of a dominance battle in what 
felt like a growing relationship than an actual battle. 

Interestingly, his father did not possess a scowl of disapproval on 
his face (only because he was expecting him to kill me) . 

As we were smoothly blocking each other attacks during the fight, not 
having touched each other for nearly the entire battle, (Vaman 
expected my strength to grow; especially since I had defeated Eelo 
finally the day before) the pattern discontinued when he had snuck a 
plasma knife to the battle and struck me in the shoulder. As the air 
filled with gasps from the others, being a fight using weapons. My 
honor seeped through the wound, and I lifted my purple-stained hand 
which held my bleeding wound and my vision darkened to a crimson 
color (they say my eyes appeared a vibrant red during this moment) . I 
lifted my eyes to where Vaman and Gharan stood (smirking, waiting for 
me to die slowly from 'lacking honor'), and I said, 

"Why did you try to harm me? You told me I was beautiful. You said 
you wanted to eventually be mine..." Gharan ' s cackle struck my soul 
hard in anguish. 

"Those words were empty and lacked truth. You live up to the name, 
eyesore." My hearts were broken; I was unforgiving as of now in my 
depression. And while the others of the class were non-existent, the 
two's outlines were visibly white; consciously telling me that they 
were my targets. My Sangheility was lost in the midst of my 
robotic-like nature, and a voice telling me to _kill. _The voice was 
distant, like a whisper, soft yet harsh; gender unknown. 

I charged both males on all fours, allowing my tail to balance me. 
They tried to evade my attack, but my fury has been let loose of its 
chains. Their agility and speed meant nothing towards my assault. I 
slashed at them, and gave them permanent scars on themselves. My 
claws delivered as many hits as they deserved; both of them. Vaman 
for every hurtful word and Gharan for breaking my hearts. 

In my malicious affront, the rest of the class rebelled, save for 
Eelo and Nikhal. However, they all had the goal to pull me off the 
males. And, as it were, they began to beat me. Eelo and Nikhal both 



tried to discourage this behavior but they, too, ended up bruised. As 
I was thrown out of the class, I was called to the Council, another 
bicker had once again commenced. The Prophets wished to hear what I 
had to say (they were enraged with inner fire that Vaman had not 
brought to their court a dead female sangheili but did not show their 
anger) . I explained that both Vaman and his son had struck their last 
chord in a song full of hatred and discrimination. Silently, the 
Prophets discussed what must be done. 

In conclusion, they told the two that if they tried to harm me 
through words or otherwise, they, and any joining them, would be 
sentenced to Garr ' s fate and, ultimately, death (In other words, this 
sentence was said to please me, who not having knowledge of their 
plan to rid of me, was merely a sign to Vaman to continue with the 
riddance of me at a much later date; preferably near the end of my 
trial period) . Thus, the trial of my endeavors to become equal to my 
brethren would continue with Vaman as my teacher. Though I dare not 
question the reason for giving me a new teacher, I was appalled at 
this decision. I knew that any chance of surviving the next four 
weeks called for discipline and focus; not letting my emotions or my 
mysterious curse of fury get in my way of my goal. 

_-End Flashback-_ 

Exhaling my troubles away with a sigh of distress, I emotionally put 
up barriers from the hurt I would receive this week. I silently and 
boldly walked through the doorway and into the class. Jeers spread 
like wildfire across the room. My friends Eelo and Nikhal tried to 
hush them but did not succeed. I noted the displeasure of my arrival 
on Vaman and his two-faced, deceitful, shifty, and traitorous son, 
Gharan . 

"Welcome back. Eyesore." Both said in unison, crossing arms. 
"Students, pay no attention to her. She is a curse among us-" 

"Get on with the lesson, you imprudent bastard." Though I would be 
calm, I would not allow him to berate me during the course of the 
next four weeks. I expected him to react with anger, very much 
wanting to finish what I unintentionally started the day before, yet 
he simply smirked, practically ignoring my insult as if it meant 
nothing . 

"As for this week, whelps, we will be learning the meaning of 
teamwork. After which, you will take your partner and practice your 
fighting techniques on a dummy together, learning to have a like 
mind. Lastly, you will fight for five minutes. The winners of each 
battle will be the victors today. Like last week, you will fight your 
assigned opponents all this week." He stood by his son, placing his 
hand on his shoulder. "Teamwork is an ethical necessity during 
battle. It is very rarely that you will be asked to perform a duty by 
yourself. In groups, you will have the advantage over your enemies 
whose own group falls before them. Each individual makes up the unit; 
as each limb to its body. The group cannot exist without each other. 
Lone wolves die without their pack. That being said, take your 
partners and go forth." 

I nodded towards Eelo and she reciprocated . We were ready to face the 
motion-detecting dummy together. Once the dummy had been activated, 
we both attacked the dummy, successfully blocking its attacks using 
our synchronized leg and arm attacks and defenses. Unfortunately, my 



attention drawn towards Nikhal and his glancing at me as well as 
plotting against Gharan caused the pattern to fail. Falling on my 
behind, the dummy stopped. Eelo smiled and helped me back to my 
feet . 

"Nice work. We kept it up for a solid four and a half minutes. Rest, 
my friend. You've earned it." I smiled. 

"Thank you." 

"Pleasure's all mine." 

Gharan came towards us, acting as if nothing happened between 
us . 

"Impressive Eyesore. I reckon you cannot duplicate that tomorrow." He 
said with a smug smirk. I wanted to lash out, but Eelo prevented me 
before I could reach out to harm him. As he walked away, his father 
began to talk. 

"Excellent work whelps. Now it is time for your battles between your 
duo and another. Eirst up, Nikhal and Q'rin ' Tahamee and their 
partners . " 

I watched them both take their places, bow, and fight. With either 
partner down Nikhal was taking it difficultly. Taking blow after 
blow, I felt very bad for him, having that happen with me when I 
first sparred with my father, I had to do something. 

"Don't let up, Nikhal!" I said to him. Vaman and Gharan glared at me 
evilly, I just mirrored their smirk. 

He peeked at me with wide eyes, then narrowed them in determination. 
He from then on blocked every hit and his opponent could not block 
his. After the five minutes being up, they both were covered in their 
blood; thankfully not enough to cause another stir within me. Q'rin 
nodded his head towards him smirking. 

"You're lucky for your girlfriend there, or you would have been on 
the floor in withdrawal." To that Nikhal blushed slightly, looking at 
me nervously. I was curious again to the intent of this but said 
nothing . 

" Yesa€ 1 wella€ 1 I am grateful for her support." Q'rin smirked 
wider . 

"You win this time. Rematch tomorrow? WithOUT the support?" 

"You're on!" They both had become mutually friends. 

"It looks like we do have a winner. Your opponent is right, were it 
not for Eyesore here, you'd-" 

"My support is just as impacting as your son's distraction last week 
when I battled with Eelo." I was starting to predict his moments of 
personal hatred towards me. And while I know this upset him greatly, 
he ignored it. He cleared his throat. 


"Next battle." 



The battles carried on, and with every other win soon came the battle 
between Eelo and I versus Xygos and Ygar. The battle was tied, thanks 
to the week of training with Eelo making us a formidable duo. I 
resisted the hatred of our opponents, our teamwork overruled their 
foolishness . 

"Very good whelps." Not a word against me this time. He may have held 
his tongue but not within his mind. "Next week, we will practice 
heavily with dummies, once more, using the Plasma Pistol." All at 
once, with the exception of myself and Eelo, the entire room filled 
with a disappointed groan. I, for one, am willing to be taught any 
weapon. Even if I have nearly mastered the blade. "During the half 
point of the weak, after you practice upon your dummies, you will 
then compete in a trio-based battle; as I will choose your added 
member this time, for the sake of variety. You are dismissed." 

On our way to relax and train loosely at my place of stay, Eelo and I 

heard a voice after she commented that Nikhal cared for me very much 

as she sensed. 

"Ruz ! May I please have a word?" I paused to allow him to come near 
me. "I owe you a great deal, you truly encouraged me with your words 
to push back against my friend. He had never seen defeat from me." He 
said with a smile. 

"Please save your compliments." He looked confused at first. "I had 
nothing to do with your victory, you chose to take my words to 

hearts." I told him. He insisted on his argument that I encouraged. 

"Be as it may, I do forgive you, friend." His face lit up 
bright . 

"You really mean your words?" 

"I do. But I owe you a fight soon; which will make us even. Perhaps 
on the day of our advancement ceremony we can fight." He grinned wide 
and nodded. 

"It would be most pleasing to do so, Ruz 'Malamee." I giggled at his 
silly bow, which caught him by cheerful surprise. Instead of 
traveling towards my abode, we relaxed and trained in the a wide open 
area throughout the day. 

"Eather?" A frightened Gharan asked his angry instructor. 

"What do you want boy?" 

"Please forgive me for not destroying the female. I hadn't taken into 
account that she was stronger than me and-" A swift slap to the 
mandibles quieted the lad. 

"Don't you dare say that my training was meaningless and that some 
frail Eyesore has taken your pride and honor! She is nothing! Leave 
my sight before I have to physically remind you who gave you your 
Mark of Shame and begged the Prophets to give you a second chance, 
only to reward us with power if we rid of their problemsa€ 1 " Gharan 
did not move, as he was as stone. Vaman shook his head. "You sicken 
me with your uncanny ability to grow soft at the most inappropriate 
of times. You should treat life as if the Journey demanded a 
ceaseless punitive heart of uncorrosive metal! And such glory demands 
restrictions!" Gharan said nothing, only cowered in fear. "Look at 



youa€ 1 pathetically giving your pitiful life to the notion of terror. 

I need to be reminded as to why I chose you. Your brilliance only 
shows when others are there to watch you; do they give you strength 
when they cheer for you? Do their encouragements give you fervor? You 
are not to truly be called my son but a louse! You are far worse than 
the Eyesore!" Roaring in rage, he lifted his fists. "I WILL PUNISH 
YOU!" Screaming and yelling resounded from the 'Ontomee household 
that night; and no one heard it. 

Having been in this kind of humiliation before, Gharan crawled into 
his hole after he ran away from his father, who had grown tired of 
beating him, with ever-flowing tears. Tomorrow would be another day 
explaining to his friends and female af f ect ionates yet again that the 
bruises were from training at home and he felt absolutely no pain, as 
he knows too well he does. This night would indeed bring him 
nightmares . 

"One day, father, one day you will no longer breathe." 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>What a chapter, huh? Please fav and follow if you like 
this story! Thank you to my readers and for all the 
reviews ! <strong> 


**Next Time: Ruz, Nikhal, and Eelo team up to learn about the Plasma 
Pistol . ** 


7 . Proving Honor - Part 4 of 7 

**Wow, this took EOREVER to write. I had no idea how I was going to 
write this and was scared to write it in fear I would screw up. 
Clearly, I am dedicated if I'm posting this around 4:30 am lol Enjoy 
this ! ** 


* * 


* 


><p>The remainder of the third week reflected the first day. And now 
on the fourth week, we'd be using the Plasma Pistol. Unfortunately, 
even as eager as I was, I knew this week would drag on by the 
simplicity and repetition of it . <p> 

"Alright, whelps. The week you have been dreading has finally 
arrived. I know many of you are not looking forward to using this 
weapon, but by now, your patience has been growing thin, I'm sure, of 
using only your combat skills. And with your waning tolerance, you 
will learn to greatly appreciate using any weapon rather just than 
your limbs. So, now then, onto the task." At first, I strongly 
predicted being thrown into a duty without instruction but, much to 
my surprise, he simply moved over to his son, who calmly stood there, 
prepared to be hit for the demonstration. Though I now despised him 
with his wicked shrewd character, I could sense Gharan was uneasy 
about being the guinea pig. 

"The Type-25 Directed Energy Pistol is single handed and dual 
wieldable as many of you know. The Plasma Pistol is very lethal 
against infantry, causing third-degree burns. Very few individuals 
wield two; they easily take down the shields of any Demon when 
charged to a superheated bolt of plasma, so I recommend wielding two 



for quick and painful assaults. For those who prefer the battle on 
foot, this weapon is great for producing an EMP blast against Demon 
vehicles. While many of you realize that the Unggoy use this weapon, 
understand that until you have earned title as Minor, you ARE Unggoy. 
Now, next week, you will earn the privilege to use stronger weapons, 
however, you will need to first master this like any Unggoy; and if 
you show promise, I may decide to allow those who master this weapon 
early to use a weapon I give them; but believe me you. Whelps, not 
many of you will master this weapon all that quickly no matter the 
simplicity of this weapon, nor will many master the weapon I give any 
advancer just as easily. I will demonstrate the effects on this 
weapon on my son, so that you can try these methods out for 
yourselves on your now shielded training dummies. Son?" 

"Yes, father?" 

"Prepare yourself for combat!" 

"Eather , Sir ! " 

As they began to fight, Vaman explained that any given quarrel must 
give their opponent resting time if they manage to strike the armor 
with a full blast; as further advancements could potentially kill 
students who are not yet trained (On the other hand, those that 
disobey this rule and their opponents survive the onslaught of a 
charged pistol are rewarded for resilience and those who are beaten 
by said resilient opponents will more than likely be ridiculed for 
disobedience) . Only could they observe the weapon's power on a dummy. 
The fight that took place between the two was tied once again, and 
though I knew they didn't use the charged power of the weapon, I 
expected that Vaman would have won were it not for his safety 
protocol . 

And with the results of the duel, we were acquainted with our new 
training dummies. They had a shielding system similar to our own, but 
represented the Demons' shields. Many of the others preferred using 
their combat skills against the dummies, which, if they had listened, 
would work better if they were applying the lesson of this week 
rather than solely the previous lessons. 

Assigning teams early, he let us pick our new team members. By 
default Eelo and I ended up with Nikhal; and we had already been 
practicing together for a week, and though this timespan may not seem 
like much, our prepared trio has strengthened. We had already 
expected being put into a trio, and we practiced upon one homemade 
dummy per individual, then two, and then three. Lastly, we practiced 
against all three as duos and as one; protecting each other. And each 
dummy we created, unlike the ones here at the academy, had weapons 
equipped; being sharp knives thrown towards us. Without a doubt, 

Vaman would have gestured us all towards the open door and to never 
come back if he found out we trained together. He believes in hard 
work and consistent training as a team and individually, yet the 
bastard will openly punish those that do so outside his walls. Why? 
Because clearly, he is sadistic and controlling, only wishing his 
rules be taken into account . This piece of evidence brings me closer 
to the now not-so-surprising behaviors of Gharan. 

As we wore our brightest grins, we were well-prepared for this week; 
and no matter what Vaman had said, every warrior that truly shines 
above all the rest should use whatever sources to outsmart his foe 



and be many steps ahead of them; even if this means practicing 
disobedience behind the back of your (cruel and psychotic) 
instructor. We readied our bodies with a five minute warm-up 
stretching as we have been doing, which I'm sure raised Gharan ' s 
eyebrow and the brow of his father even more. Afterward, we then did 
what arranged tactics the three of us had been planning the week 
before; individually fighting one and more targets, then brushing up 
on our duo tactics with one and more targets, and lastly, as a trio 
with one and more targets. And while I'm sure we should have been 
using our newly assigned weapon, we all agreed that whether or not we 
were outside these walls, each time any of us together or 
individually train, this would be our training formula of sorts; and 
after stretching, we'd practice on combat techniques first before 
anything new. I'm sure that Vaman ' s tight time-limited classes 
wouldn't allow every student to do this kind of thing, but 
regardless, we understood that while we may not and wish not to 
advance to a stronger weapon early, the pistol is fairly simple even 
if most of us hadn't even ever picked it up in our life. 

After brushing up on our combat moves, specifically for each 
"station" for five minutes, we then split the remainder of the class 
with times to train using the new given weapon; each with the 
stations we had been practicing before, estimating a total of one 
hour and thirty-five minutes (giving us ample time to rest at the 
end) ; except that since these dummies only reacted with combat moves 
and had shields and without our knives, we didn't concentrate that 
much effort into the overall training. Eelo took the spot of being 
first, as always, to fight one dummy with the plasma pistol. And 
while I watched her evade its movements pretty well, I observed how 
many shots it took to take down the dummy with both the charged shots 
and normal shots. Mentally I remembered one charged shot to the 
shields, and three or four more for the completion of the task; being 
death. If normal shots were ever preferred, twelve will kill my 
opponent if I am lucky. Though, melees are preferred by mr, and I 
could easily take out a demon with a charged shot and a melee; if I 
was truly that boastfula€l 

Once she completed her single duel, Nikhal was up next. He seemed 
nervous for reasons I could not grasp yet again. Regardless, he stood 
to his dummy with mental vigor, and withstood what he could; which 
wasn't much. Each time he evaded the dummy's move, I'd watch 
intently, marveling at his sheer speed. Though this event was nothing 
new, it was as if it were each and every time; because while he may 
be clumsy and easily distracted, he manages to end up physically hurt 
in a different way In the end. Interestingly enough, his skilled 
evasion tactics were pretty good, his focus on my eagerness for him 
distracted him and though I am not sure if this factor would change 
it or not, he rarely used his pistol. Eelo was the one to gasp in 
concern while I helplessly giggled; which oddly caused him to blush. 
If only I understood this strange male more. How could someone so 
ridiculous be so mysterious? 

In any case, it was my turn to wield the plasma pistol. I gripped it 
with a tight clutch; slightly nervous that I could potentially foul 
up an uncomplicated weapon. Tossing this notion aside, I narrowed my 
eyes, whipped my tail to and fro, flattened my ears and prepared for 
a virtual duel. I envisioned fighting Vaman for whatever reason, 
hoping it prove noteworthy to the headstrong teacher that I am more 
than an eyesore, he might see that I mean business. The dummy 
unpredictably moved to the left rather than the right; narrowly, I 



avoided the attack and charged my pistol. Letting the weapon do what 
it does best, I watched the dummy's shields break; and yet as I 
continued, I noticed that this did not help me. With a bruise on my 
cheek and a close proximity of the hard floor thanks to the 
unexpected assault, Nikhal came to my aid in both the physical sense 
and mental. 

"Ruz. Don't be deterred by this mere error, get up." He said calmly, 
lifting me up to my toes. As he did so, I strangely felt a sensation 
of strength coming off of him; something that was quite different 
than what I knew of him. "What is it, Ruz?" Unfortunately, my shock 
had become known to him; or at least detected or hinted 
at . 

"Nothing, Nikhal. Thank you for your help." I ignored the awkward 
feelings I had encountered and focused my attention on this dummy. I 
changed my tactic and ignored the charged-up feature of this puny 
weapon and instead fired it in three-shot bursts; whereas, before, I 
rapidly fired with little to no accuracy. This tip came from Eelo, 
who, with excellent accuracy with her combat, would gladly give me 
this hint. I used this helpful hint and it worked. Eelo and Nikhal 
both congratulated me on a well-done match. 

While not many favor a challenge, we were greatly appreciated the 
joys of our stations, having much difficulty against two and three 
dummies individually with such a primitive weapon. Thankfully, we 
all, even Nikhal, outmatched the programmed dummies with skill. 

Moving onto the duos to make sure we could still fight as so, we each 
took turns with one another; Eelo and I, me and Nikhal, and finally 
the other two together fighting against one, then two, and then three 
dummies. What fascinated me is that not only did we have each other's 
backs, we also managed to understand truly that even with these 
primitive weapons, they quickly beat one dummy when fighting as two; 

I could only imagine how faster this would be with three of us 
together before we did so. Two dummies proved to be pretty normal but 
slightly challenging, it was that fight against three was the real 
challenge . 

Laughing at the thrills of training, we included our good friend 
Nikhal into the session. The singular dummy had only a few hits upon 
us with our concentrated fire; I carefully took this information as 
valuable, as loners will most likely and surely perish fast in a 
heated battle. The two dummies were less than challenging, but not 
easy. Three dummies were quite enjoyable, even with the pistols 
simple mechanics. Gradually, we eased our way into our finished 
training session. Despite the disappointment of not learning better 
weapons, we thoroughly took this day as a reminder that we were 
headed towards our goals of becoming warriors; even with the 
hot-headed Vaman as teacher. 

We then took our break and ate our meals as everyone else scowled at 
us; unpleased with our "arrogant" behavior. Vaman heavily stepped his 
way towards us, nearly taking our food from us. 

"Just what do you three think you are doing?" 

"Resting shortly before continuing. We weren't planning on quitting 
until dismissal, only a moment of rest, sir." Eelo calmly 
retorted . 



"Yes, it Is not as if we were going to include the entire class into 
a celebration or something like that." Nikhal smugly added. 

"Indeed. Even the strongest of warriors require fuel for their 
bellies and rest for their aching bodies now and then." I 
finished . 

Our rebellion as it were displeased him greatly. 

"Warriors may march on the gut, but they are taught to withstand any 
circumstance ! That includes lack of food and rest!" With that, he 
attempted to confiscate Eelo's sandwich (like I actually know what 
Sangheili eata€ 1 ) but I prevented him from doing so. He grit his 
mandibles to a frustrated grimace. 

"I do not care if either of you fail or not, but you are bringing at 
least one of a promising student to fail with you. Eyesore, and your 
pathetic affectionate behind you. Eine! Do what whatever you please, 
but be warned; your training outside my classroom walls is very well 
known about and you are all very lucky that the Council is in favor 
of Eyeaore or the three of you would be explicitly escorted out of my 
sight - permanently!" With that, he went about his own business. 

As we finished eating and resting, we continued to casually train 
(mainly to avert Vaman ' s already fiery gaze from us rather than draw 
it to us sitting around) , we discussed this hot-head as a serious 
matter . 

"So, if I may ask, he seems to be getting more violent as of late. 

How shall we deal with this?" Nikhal questioned as he decided to 
practice more than us, as we really didn't wish to nor actually need 
it, even as we all agree the more training, the more knowledge we 
taken in. We stood around him, as if giving him advice, to further 
avert "Master" Vaman ' s eyes. 

"This is a very good question, Nikhal, " Eelo was first to answer him. 
"Hmma€ 1 answering is difficult. The more we train our agreed way, the 
more it may upset him." She reasoned. 

"But if we don't, the lack of stretching and the structure will 
prevent us from being prepared. Not to mention we cannot walk in 
looking tired and hungry each day. Gods only know the amount they 
must eat when they get home. Additionally, I reckon they have no more 
time to train if they chose to, their goal after eating will be most 
likely resting the rest of the night." I noted. 

"Indeed," Eelo agreed. "And that would not result in any benefits for 
either of us . " 

Watching Nikhal desperately fight the dummy, I had just then 
formulated a very simple idea. 

"You two, there's only one solution; we cannot stop what we have 
started. This could potentially give us the ability to fight together 
on the battlefield when the Council sees us working together; further 
ranking us higher in succession and fame. Our bastard of a teacher is 
trying to hypocrit ically teach teamwork yet stresses that every 
student is for themselves. The only option is to throw this logic 
back into his horrific face. He may even try to separate us in the 
future, but if he does that, he knows it would only strike confusion 



in the minds of the others; separating 'kooks' from one another may 
seem feasible to them, but they will eventually realize he is 
separating a _team_. " 

They nodded their heads in agreement. It was conclusive; we need to 
not only do our duties outside the class, but show them that while 
the others are instructed not to eat or sleep well before training, 
he will have no choice but to advance us as we were more physically 
capable, mentally stable, and skillful than those who were 
malnourished and too weak from sleep deprivation to fight. His sole 
plan is now made known to us; he hates the weak so much that he 
pushes any unsuspecting student to their death to prove their 
"strength", to shove his arrogance and "better" skills in their 
faces. He is wrongly eliminating competition for his title, whatever 
he wants to be. However, by default, his plan to push his students 
will backfire; as these individuals were chosen based on core 
knowledge of basic combat; which is a mixture of nothing to very 
little. As with the case of the three of us, we are secretly 
knowledgeable about some art form within the realms of combat, but 
the Sangheili who has a blade up his rectum refuses to see this. And 
while even it is not known what Nikhal is proficient at, Vaman will 
soon choke on his own words to us all at graduation day. With these 
things in mind, we packed up our meals and equipment with us and we 
headed towards a place in High Charity where we could be at peace and 
to ourselves. This would be our own training grounds from now on 
rather than switching from home to home. And to end the day, as well 
as the rest of the training sessions, we decided to increase the 
number of dummies in our personal training, to make the challenge 
slightly more difficult. Surely, this would baffle our teacher if not 
impress him. And while we trained hard to the very bones, we all 
rested a well-earned rest that night and hoped more rest to come each 
and every day until the day we stepped onto the battlefield with the 
title of Minor. 

And meanwhile, Gharan and his father engaged in no conversation or 
abuse that night; as Vaman was too busy angrily and without success 
trying to figure out how we got our hands on plasma pistols for our 
own training, as he realized a number of six were missing when he 
went to clean them before getting shut-eyea€ 1 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>I ' m so very glad that this chapter was six pages long 
rather than one like I expected! The next chapters are planned in my 
head, so expect some interesting stuff ahead . <strong> 

**Next Time: Find out how the trio got their hands on their pistols 
and how it relates to week 5. Also, find out who joins their team of 
four. Will this week break Ruz to her core or keep her going?** 


8 . Proving Honor - Part 5 of 7 

_I am so sorry I took a very long time to write the next chapter! I 
have been struggling with this chapter and may continue to do so for 
a while. It's getting to the point where it is difficult to figure 
out what will happen next. Thank you for the continued support of 
this story! It wonderful to see so many enjoying this creation of 
mine! Enjoy this chapter, also!_ 



><p>Despite the fury of Vaman, our team was able to do the stations 
each and every day, once during class and again afterward. Come the 
seventh day, our competition between trios was ready. Interestingly 
enough, there were only four fights. As expected, while most of the 
teams were decent in their combat, everyone was exhausted. Fights 
ended quickly, and our team had the strength to beat our opposing 
trio fairly quick and smoothly, also. Of course, rage was evident 
from the steam spiraling off Vaman ' s skull that ending day of the 
week. Before he had any input as he came to comment us, I stated 
that , <p> 

"If only the strong win, then we are the victors. Your strict rules 
against restful sleep, nourishment, and practice outside this 
classroom is proof you are not truly strong. You only seek to 
eliminate the weak, however, weakness in your mind is very different 
than the rest of us believe in our minds. In fact, in your mind, 
anyone but you is weak." I chuckled. "I even go as far as assuming 
that you would wish to take the place of the hierarchs because, 
obviously, you think their Holinesses are frail beings." 

Vaman was past the point of exploding. I also noticed Gharan made a 
chuckle to my statement. Something I had not expected. 

"YouaClyou will not mock me with your venomous words!" 

"Well, isn't that something? I'd say the same to you, 
miscreant . " 

Roaring with savagery, he attempted to swing at me. Because I was 
training so much and due to the fact that his fury made him 
predictable and slower, I dodged his attack and kicked his feet from 
underneath him. On his back, I dug my talons into his stomach, 
staring down at him. 

"How humorous. You didn't want any of us to train for hours on end 
outside of class because you knew some of us could become swift and 
strong enough to destroy you in your decrepitude." He wanted to fight 
back, but he knew, even in his years of combat, he had to admit 
defeat. I recoiled my defense and headed towards the door, but I did 
not allow him to catch me off guard and slaughter me; I did not turn 
my back to him, I kept a watchful eye as I departed from there. I 
would not allow my victory be washed away with the foolish back-turn 
and allowing aid from another to save my hide. Gharan now wore a 
smile, not just a pleased smile that his abusive father was getting 
what he deserved, but a sadistic grin that showed he may have wanted 
this fight to continue more violentlya€l 

Though I anticipated a counterattack the next day of the first of the 
new week, or even a barricade from learning any further, there was 
none. In fact, it was as if his ego was truly damaged along with his 
aging body. He actually admitted defeat! I almost hoped in my hearts 
that he changed his ways over night; especially due to the fact that 
Gharan displayed no fresh scars. However, when I decided to make 
amends, he showed that he had not changed. He simply waved off my 
efforts to become friends. I equally waved his arrogance off. This 
meant while he KNEW he had to admit defeat, he would not openly. 
Though I spotted tearstains on his cheeks. He clearly despised 
losing, which made sense considering he's trained his son to be 



better than him. 


Despite this, I returned to my teammates and awaited instructions. 
Gharan stood by his father, almost looking like he was itching to 
beat his father in this presentation. 

"Whelps, this week is what you have been eagerly awaiting for. You 
have the choices of three separate weapons; the Plasma Rifle, the 
Plasma Repeater, and the Needier. The Type-25 Direct Energy Rifle is 
a weapon that is reversed-engineered from the technology of our 
Lords, the Forerunners; it uses a superheated ionized gas we know as 
Plasma; as with the Pistol. Remember that if you do not pace your 
shots, this weapon will overheat like the Pistol. This weapon is very 
powerful, moreso than the Pistol as you can imagine. Taking fire from 
the Rifle will cause second, third and even fourth degree burns." The 
class oohed and awed at the notion of completely ripping off skin and 
revealing the bone tissue of humans. I myself was fairly interested 
in such a weapon. But I had to know all three weapons, first. 

"The second choice for you this week is a Type-51 Directed Energy 
Rif le/ Improved . This is known as the Plasma Repeater. This weapon, as 
implied, is more improved than the Rifle I showed before. Its rate of 
fire is faster but slows as the battery depletes. Thus, you will need 
to vent it and let it cool momentarily. The Repeater may be of 
interest for those who wish to kill a little faster than those with 
the Rifle - with the cost of venting, of course." Now while, I 
preferred faster fire rate, I was not convinced of using this 
weapon . 

"The third choice may be interest to those who lack aiming skills, " 
Nikhal was immediately interested, though he did not realize that 
this comment was actually directed towards him. "May I introduce to 
you, the Needier." He brought out the most intricate looking weapon I 
had ever seen. From its pink hue, right down to the needles it 
possessed, I became hooked on how it worked. "The Type-33 Guided 
Munitions Launcher is one of the most mysterious and least understood 
weapons in our arsenal; in spite of this, it is a favored weapon 
among the Sangheili but not the most common. Before I set you with 
instructions and the duel, let me explain how this weapon works. The 
Needier fires long sharp crystalline shards that are guided until 
they impale the target. Several seconds after coming to rest in their 
target, the needles detonate, creating severe and in most cases fatal 
wounds. With that said, let me first demonstrate the Rifle's power 
before the other two." 

As always, the fight was pretty even; save for Gharan ' s fervor which 
almost caused him to beat his father. However, the normal tied fight 
occurred with the Repeater fight. Vaman was close to winning the 
third fight. And before he had us all go our separate ways and 
informed us of having an extra member, he told us that he had not 
shown the full extent to the Needier, as it could potentially harm 
us, like with the Pistol (though, by now, we know that he truly is 
trying to entice us to pretty much kill each other) . As he told who 
the fourth member would be for each team, he naturally put his best 
student with the "worst". No doubt trying to balance our team, hoping 
to make us look feeble. As Gharan walked towards us with his arms 
folded, unphased by this set up yet not snobby about it, either. Just 
unemotional about the whole thing. For once, I was curious about his 
thoughts . 



"Greetings, Gharan." Eelo knew me by now and what my own thoughts 
were. He glared at her without any emotion, but answered with a 
simple huff. 

"Let's just get this over with." And while he showed no emotional 
scars, I knew he was becoming terrified of his father underneath that 
raw careless exterior. 

The three of us did our stretching while Gharan simply did combat 
moves to vent his pent up emotions. After stretching, we all 
concluded that this week would fail if he was not included into our 
stations, even if he was Vaman ' s father, he wanted to change and 
didn't want to admit it. 

As he was still practicing, the three of us gathered around him, 
waiting for him to respond. He noticed us, but kept 
pract icing . 

"What do you three want?" He asked annoyed. 

"We have stations that we'd like to include you in. We're willing to 
train with you and I will forget what you did to me." I gave a bright 
friendly smile, but he didn't respond for a moment. 

"Do not mistake my lack of emotion for remorse or sympathy. Eyesore. 
Nothing has changed between us . " 

I frowned at his unwillingness to work with us. I knew that if given 
the chance, his skills being superior to ours, he would easily defeat 
our opponents with swift motions and that would more than likely 
eliminate the three of us together - for good. And I would NOT allow 
humiliation to sweep over my head like that. 

"I am aware of your feelings towards me and your hatred, also; but 
that does not change that your father, our instructor, made us a 
team. Undoubtedly, you could care less if the three of us never make 
it to the battlefield. In fact, I'm certain you'd rather crush all 
the competition just to please the eyes of one you once looked up 
to. " 

"And what is this business to you?" He snarled, knowing I wasn't like 
the other girls that kissed the ground he walked upon anymore. 

"What is it to me? Everything. I know more than you think. Your 
efforts to hide it in your hard work proves worthless to my eyes. And 
they, Gharan, are very sharp eyes. Though, they lock onto you in a 
less infatuated manner, I still care - even if you were cruel enough 
to me to deserve death. My wrath is not of my own accord; therefore, 

I can forgive. However, not easily nor for very long. In which case, 

I assume you do not desire any pity from any of us. But you should be 
wise to not assume anything of me. I am offering you a second chance 
to be my friend." Before he could defend his pride, I put my hand on 
his shoulder. "See here, to you, I may still be the Eyesore your 
father has led you to believe I am. If you walk out of here after 
today still believing so, very well. Even so, I recommend you analyze 
your situation before wiping it underneath your vanity. We both know 
you are not the stoic and smug sangheili your father trained, you're 
just a frightened young lad who is bruised by heartache and the 
desire to please the only person left who you call family by blood. I 
sense the fire within you. You aim higher than besting your father; 



you seek acceptance. I do not know of you mother, but if we are 
anything alike, the loss of a loved one does leave scars. And if this 
is so, my forgiveness and friendship is all I have to offer." 

I examined the expression on Gharan ' s face. It was a mixture between 
many things - not only could I see the evidence, I could feel it. He 
had the countenance of loathing and self-hatred. He loathed me for 
being the so-called abomination and yet he recognized that he had 
been lied to and hated himself for it. He loathed feeling weak 
compared to his personal trainer, although, the hatred for himself 
was stronger due to the fact that his strength was so sound that if 
given the opportunity, he could easily eliminate his true 
competition; but there has never been a chance to surprise his father 
which gives the illusion of weakness. He loathed that he missed his 
mother yet hated not putting it behind him more. 

The three of us gave him room to react mainly ouy of fear. None of us 
knew whether he would slit our throats or weep without stop. He did 
neither. He fought the tears and rage with a single statement. 

"No more of this discussion. I've had enough. I am leaving to be in 
thought and will return to train when I am ready. Not that I require 
further traininga€ 1 " I knew from that last sentence he still believed 
he was better than everyone else - not that he lacked the skills to 
obliterate us within a blink of an eye, but the training of BEING 
better has not yet rubbed off of him. Nonetheless, the words I spoke 
would dig deep beneath his skin in time. 

As he walked throughout the room eyeing on the other teams, Gharan ' s 
eyes seemed to linger towards us more than with the others. Nikhal, 
Eelo, and I trained that entire day without a break. Much to our 
dislike, we knew we should have rested some but the sheer bliss of 
using these new weapons pushed us over our limits. Noting this, my 
comrades and I knew that these weapons would most likely be our 
specialty. Interestingly, both Nikhal and I favored the Needlers . 

Eelo showed me her thin wrist blades and I knew while she took the 
Repeater, she most definitely favored her blades. Clearly, she 
aspired to be an assassin. And with our strengths, we left that day 
to our place of training and trained harder than we ever had. 

The next day was identical to the previous day except that now we 
would be dual-wielding. Though Eelo preferred the Repeater, she 
decided to give two Rifles a try. Naturally, both Nikhal and I 
wielded Needlers. And while I preferred my own blades, I did enjoy 
the power of two of the weapons. That day, though, Vaman ordered no 
one to practice this outside the training hall. Unsurprisingly, 

Nikhal failed to follow this rule. Both Eelo and I were aware of 
this, especially since I was the one who first stole one Needier. It 
was odd yet I understood he wanted to use two. Nonetheless, Eelo, 
without our knowing, took two Repeaters and hid one. 

The next day, Vaman was furious. 

"Some of you defied my orders and took weapons from my collection 
when I was not looking! I do not ask of you something more than 
simple and yet some of you (looking at the three of us) cannot follow 
a simple task. I did not ask you of this to be bull-headed but 
because the Hierarchs wanted these weapons cleaned every day by yours 
truly. Now, if one of you step forward and beg for mercy, I may 
decrease the time limit of your punishment." Not a soul said a word 



or moved. "Very well, you leave me with no choice. Eyesore, I know 
you took at least one of the Needlers, I assume even the Fool 
(meaning Nikhal) wouldn't dare to brush up against my exposed quills 
and steal. Now then, come along, I will determine your sentence and 
how long it will be." He wasted no time declaring who he thought was 
the criminal and took immediate action to punish the innocent. Nikhal 
stepped in my way before Vaman had a chance to lay a finger on 
me . 

"Actually, sir, if by Fool you mean being an ally to her, then yes. I 
most certainly am one. She did not take anything, for I took two 
Needlers!" Vaman was surprised. He couldn't quite add up how there 
were three missing. As was I. Never had I expected he'd defend my 
cause; though I should've known because of his genuine care for 
me . 

"I'll admit that I took a Repeater, sir. I couldn't help myself, the 
innards of the weapon are most fascinating to study." Eelo said with 
a smirk. Not revealing she took two which made this situation sticky. 
And messy. 

"But there are two of those missing. What are you three hiding?" He 
growled. None of us said a word. We only kept our smug faces; though 
Nikhal and I hadn't prepared for punishment nor did we think this 
through. Our Teacher may do something dastardly and 
unpredictable . 

Q'rin, Nikhal ' s friend, shared an expression of bewilderment and 
thrill. He, unbeknownst to the three of us, had watched from the 
shadows each of us take weapons in an attempt to cover the others 
tracks. (He had taken four plasma rifles. He has a crippled brother 
with only one leg but desires to be even just at the bottom of the 
ranks. Giving two of them to his brother meant he might have a chance 
as I did) . 

"Master, they are hiding nothing. I took all those weapons plus four 
Rifles. Just to test your anger!" Q'rin was a pleasant fellow, when 
he wasn't making himself look like a buffoon by pulling outrageous 
stunts just to receive a wholehearted laugh. And his enthusiasm for 
fighting, winning, and playing around is why Nikhal is so fond of 
him. And if he truly had taken four weapons to cover our tracks, 
naturally, he'd joke about it and willingly be in the spotlight for 
punishment while the rest of us trained in peace. Though, I'm sure 
Nikhal was aware such a feat as taking all the stolen weapons is 
treason for exilea€l 

"I do not what is going on here, but you indeed stole weapons from 
me, then you best be prepared for the worst. Trickster." Vaman 
gritted through his teeth. He might have had an idea of this 
incredible scheme to initially cover up MY crime, but with his fury, 
he had no choice but to accept Q'rin's ridiculous claim. "Your 
tomfoolery will cost me my head. Now, even though you act like a 
child and play around here, you train hard. I'm going to give you the 
chance to redeem your actions. Tell me who stole my weapons and I may 
make you equal to my son." Gharan normally would have huffed a scoff 
of disbelief, but he was most definitely wroth with his father for 
replacing him. He knew Vaman no longer cared for him and quite 
possibly, he knew Vaman only wanted to hear Q'rin say I did it so he 
would give into such power - this might be the reason for the scowl 
on his face. 



"I did!" Q'rin said dancing around with laughter. The other students 
may have been decent warriors, but their intelligence amazed me. They 
believed whatever they were told. And only about five of us were more 
than just pawns left to never question and only carry out tasks. They 
fell for it, thankfully, and no longer gave the three of us stern 
brows. Vaman ' s rage flowed like an ocean but crashed like a 
waterfall . 

"You choose silliness over power? How could I have let you go this 
far even with your talents? I will set you straight, this instant!" 
Vaman raced towards Q'rin who stood there with his chest protruding 
out, obviously not masking his bravery and arrogance. 

"Eelo, he'll kill him!" Nikhal said tugging her arm in fear. 

"Fret not, my friend. This escapade will end shortly and snuff out 
the insanity before us." Neither of us understood her meaning, but we 
took her words as truth. As Vaman had delivered the first blow 
against Q'rin, a new voice entered the hall. 

"Vaman 'Ontomee, still walloping your students I see." Vaman stopped 
dead in his tracks and looked towards the walkway. He left Q'rin 
alone . 

"Jaor ' Jhanakee ! What a, uh, pleasant surprise." Vaman said nervously 
and bowed respectfully. 

"Who is this that enters our quarters?" I asked. 

"That is my brother, Jaor." Eelo said with a grin. "He is a very 
well-respected Smith here in High Charity. He may be young, but being 
older than all of us has its advantage. When he was our age, his 
efforts in training were quite impressive and so much so that the 
Elders acknowledged his skills to meet theirs. He grew tired of being 
a warrior; he thought he was too good for war and settled on his 
fascination for weapon-making. I have to say, if he hadn't kept all 
his pride, he'd make an excellent warrior." 

"So that is where you inherited your fondness for taking apart 
weapons and putting them back together!" Nikhal reasoned out 
loud . 

"Why is he here? And what lies within the cart he is moving along?" I 
asked her. She didn't answer me. She didn't need to. 

"Greetings, Vaman. Please, rise. I've only come to give back what I 
have taken momentarily." Vaman rose with confusion and a hint of 
frustration . 

"Pardon me? It was you who took _my_ weapons?" Jaor sensed his 
anger . 

"It would be wise to curb your vexation on me, 'Ontomee. I am your 
superior after all." 

"Y-yes, sir, of course! I do apologize." He said bowing his head 
three times. 


Gharan once again smirked. No doubt for the reason that he saw his 



father cower for the first time. His aching for bloodshed was 
beginning to grow a little unsettling. 


"Good. But no need to make this matter serious. I only visited to 
give these back to you. I had a, uh, order-" Looking with a smile at 
his sister, "-to check all the classrooms for weapons that 
desperately needed tending to. And the weapons you accused your 
students of stealing were without justice - and said weapons were in 
horrible condition so I would hope you'd be more enthused with my 
favor to you and your trainees here." 

"I am grateful! Truly, I am!" Vaman bowed deep and stayed in that 
position a while. 

"You should be. Otherwise, you'd have trouble cleaning them yourself. 
With that said, I bid you farewell and good training." Leaving, the 
four of us, including Gharan, chuckled at the sight of an unsettled 
Vaman. Wiping the sweat from his brow, he cleared his 
throat . 

"Excellent. Wea€ 1 we now have pristine weaponry. Carry on." Vaman said 
walking into the next room, attempting to withhold his fear. He left 
us to our duties, needing to calm himself before proceeding 
on . 

"Well then, that worked out better than I planned." Eelo 
snickered . 

"What is the meaning of this, Eelo?" I asked her with deep 
confusion . 

"I knew there would be a good number of weapons missing so I asked my 
brother to make some of his own to replace what we have taken." 

Nikhal and I looked at each other. What a brilliant plan. Not only 
did she cover up all who were involved in this mess but also had the 
pleasure of watching Vaman shake in his boots. 

Vaman came out shortly after, calm and collected, ready to analyze 
our skills with the weapons before wasting more time. Satisfied with 
everyone (including us mainly because he was still shaken up) , he 
gave us quick gander on the weapons that were supposed to be used 
tomorrow - precision. Needle Rifle, Carbine, Focus and Beam Rifle. 
With a larger array of things to practice, I chose the closer-ranged 
precision weapons. The Carbine was wonderful to use due to its fast 
firing rate. However, I preferred the Needle Rifle for obvious 
reasons. With that being noted, we made an ally in Eelo's brother. He 
could make weapons faster than anyone! Rather than us stealing again, 
he made us the weapons we wished to train with, which made things 
much easier. From this point on, I wielded my two blades, a Needier, 
and the Rifle. I felt this was what I truly became skilled in - and 
no one would best be by the time I graduated. And I was ready to take 
the remainder of the week head-on. 

•:k ^ ^ 


><p><em>Well, that was fun. Haha Thanks for reading<em> ! 

**Next Time: Week 6 gets interesting! Ruz and the gang learn more 
than weapons!** 



9. Proving Honor - Part 6 of 7 

**I'm sooo sorry it took me so long to write the next chapter! I 
decided to complete it thanks to NaNoWriMo ! 3850 words so far! I 
missed a day due to a hurt shoulder soa€ 1 yeah lol (After editing it 
for JUST here, it turns out to be 3993 words, imagine that!)** 

•:k ^ ^ 


><p>Gharan never rejoined us that week. He just stood there, watching 
us train together. An odd sight but we said nothing. Neither did 
Vaman. I was surprised he didn't force him to train but I suppose he 
was aware that he might have been thinking he was too good for us; if 
that is what he was truly thinking. Even though Vaman wanted to 
balance us out, in a way, he seemed to almost expect his son to do 
this . <p> 

After training with dual-wielding weapons together, the three of us, 
and the competition on the seventh day; things began to heat up as 
this was the sixth week of the training period. Vaman showed us two 
powerful weapons today a€" the Fuel Rod Cannon and the Plasma 
Launcher. Many of the students were enthralled by these weapons; 
especially considering that the second heavy weapon is from the next 
shown weapon, the Plasma Grenade. That tiny explosive caught my 
attention more than some overpowered arsenal. Turrets were next on 
the "menu" for training and while they were effective, I would not 
prefer to remain stationary with a weapon unless it were a precision 
weapon. Lastly, with already knowing all of us mostly had the 
aptitude to become evasive during combat, Vaman introduced us to a 
few extra abilities such as a cloaking device, an armor lock, and a 
jet pack. 

Once assigning us into Squadrons, we had the luxury of Q'rin's 
company; making us all five, if you count Gharan when he actually 
participates. Speaking of the aloof son-of-a-f ool , he DID join us 
willingly today but not without being stoic. Incongruously, he 
followed MY orders. This caused me to be quite distrustful; was he 
reluctantly doing so and devising some sort of plot to harm me 
without my knowing by way of his father? Or was he honestly trying to 
fit in? 

Still, he chose to see me as his leader a€" I assume for the moment, 
as he made it clear to us in the past that he was his own leader. 

Eelo knew I had programmed the use of Needier weapons within my 
skill-set. With this in mind, she chose to train with both heavy-set 
weapons; much to the dislike of Vaman. Q'rin decided to go with the 
turret, a choice no one in our group would bat an eye at considering 
his marvelous talent to be diverting to the other students. Nikhal 
was also a little quiet but not terribly more than he usually is a€" 
his lack of speech became less so after deciding to show off the 
cloaking device; to which this intrigued me. I decided for now to 
choose something the others hadn't a€" the grenades. I was mortally 
fascinated by these explosives and would very much like to use them 
on the battlefield. 

Twenty minutes into our session, my Squadron began to enjoy 
themselves . 


"The Fuel Rod Cannon is extraordinary! Its mechanics are more than 



brilliant, they are revolutionary!" Eelo mentioned as she began to 
fire the Cannon at the dummy. 


"I think you are over-embellishing the armament, Eelo." Laughed 
Nikhal as he fiddled with the now somewhat broken cloaking device 
after so much use. I desired to assist him with it as I have used one 
once before but I did not want to spoil the solo act of his a€" 
partially due to Sangheili tradition but also to the fact that 
watching him struggle was more than entertaining. 

"Coming from the one who can hardly use his cloaking device." 

Retorted Eelo. 

"Quiet you!" Nikhal said, defending his clumsiness. "I'll have you 
know that when this device works again, not even Vaman could spot 
me!" He finished with bravado. Eelo and I chuckled at the fuming but 
also slightly-blue-faced Nikhal. "Ruz? YouaC 1 you find my accidental 
antics amusing?" 

"Of course, I do!" I giggled. "You're no Q'rin but obviously, 
spending time with him has rubbed off on you!" 

Nikhal became a brighter shade of blue at this point. I did not make 
any special note of this, just left it with a twitch of my tail. 

"No harm, no foul, my friend. Eor I, Q'rin, have learned how to use 
this massive turret ef f ect ivelyaC 1 " The boaster stood there proudly 
and without fear of ridicule. 

"Oh?" The three of us simultaneously questioned him. 

"IndeedaCl" He answered readying his turret. 

"By all means, Q'rin the Jest, provide us the proof!" Nikhal smirked 
at him. 

"Very well, you all have been warnedaC 1 " 

Pointing his weapon at the moving dummy (we pushed ourselves to not 
use the stationary training dummies from this session onward) and 
began to fire like a mad-man . At first, we all were in disbelief that 
with such poor precision as flailing the weapon about would surely 
make even one laceration upon the dummy. But when Q'rin had finished 
his typical tomfoolery, we WERE in disbelief after all! He had 
completely obliterated the unfortunate dummy. 

Despite our bewilderment, the three of us clapped for our new 
member . 

"So, dear Ruz, what have YOU got to show us?" 

Though I wanted to, I dared not smirk and boast only to be made out a 
fool; even moreso than our comrade Q'rin. 

"Well, if you must know, I shall educate you. Anyone with eyes to see 
knows that I, of course, revel in the thought of slaying the enemy 
with a few crystalline shards followed by a pink mist, " A few laughs 
of agreement interrupted my speech. "However," I continued. "Other 
than sparring with my father, he taught me a few major tips on this 
peculiar grenade." 



"Pray tell!" Said both Nikhal and Q'rin concurrent ly ; Nikhal 
obviously heeding to my every word and Q'rin for the sure need to 
cause more trouble. 

"Very well, very well, keep your armor on, my friends." I ambled to 
the dummy, and temporarily made it stationary (our agreement to 
desist using them still plays on but for the demonstration of the 
Plasma Grenade, it would be an exception a€" and they knew this 
instinctively; as they did not criticize) stood back a ways, and 
threw the primed explosive at the target and motioned the group to 
stand back as it detonated. 

"Incredible!" Applauded Eelo to the act. 

"Kaboom!" Q'rin's simple choice of words was not surprising. 

"I second Eelo's comment, please, show us another display of the 
Plasma Grenade!" Replied Nikhal. 

I nodded and moved some ways back yet again and backed my arm for 
another lit grenade at the dummy; estimating my throw would stick to 
it at the dummy's "head". With a deep breath, I threw it and awaited 
the results. After a few seconds, it stuck to the dummy and then 
exploded. Other than the cheering from my members, the black char 
left over from my munition on the used-to-be face of the dummy gave 
me a glimpse of my success. 

"What a toss!" Nikhal stated with such support. 

"Don't you mean what an arm?" Eelo chuckled to him. 

"Yes, that was quite a feat, however I'm sure you could do better. 

Why not-" Q'rin added before Gharan interjected. 

"Why not prove yourself more than just displaying a long throw. 
Eyesore? " 

Were it for my unrelenting ability to keep myself calm, I would have 
struck his face with my hand. Conversely, I noticed several things 
about Gharan a€" firstly, the voice tone he used whilst calling me 
that wretched pet name was not the usual bitter one he and his father 
typically use; it was almost as if it were my name or something along 
those lines. Secondly, that he willingly included himself into our 
group without speaking about his superior skills. And thirdly, that 
no one remembered to let him display his progress for the day before 
I went last; as we all agreed that the leader would not go first in 
this group as it has with the others but instead last. Nonetheless, I 
acknowledged him as I would rather get along with him than be his 
enemy a€" the humans are enough to deal with, I do not need one of my 
own as my opponent . 

"What do you propose, Gharan?" I calmly asked him with my hands 
behind my back; forcing myself not to impulsively react to him in 
case he decided to attack me with impolite words. 

"If you are truly as good as you say you are with the grenades, from 
a farther distance than where you stand, tag not this target, but one 
that moves." 



without pausing, he immediately turned on the dummy's program to move 
wildly and having already the ability to predict motions and tactics, 
this truly would be an exploitation of my gifts. I am ever so 
grateful that these training dummies start anew in their learning 
programming each time they are turned off. Still, I speculated if 
this was more than some dare from one warrior to another but a ruse 
to put my father's name and my own to shame. I suppose I would find 
out sure enough; backing out or questioning would only prove I was 
nothing my father raised a€" and I intend to prove that he raised a 
very good warrior. 

Nodding in agreement of this challenge, I knew that as long as I 
stuck the dummy and did not miss, I would meet his expectations. And 
I assure you, I only wish to gain his comradery, nothing more. I made 
his mere taunt more of a difficulty for me by taking to the air with 
my wings a€" showing him that while my wings do provide advantage, 
they could easily cause me to fail. Q'rin naturally thought this was 
dishonesty, Gharan knew my intentions and stated them to him. I 
assume he knew them due to my ineptness for flying and combat due to 
having some trouble with staying in the air and also focusing on 
where my arm is aiming. Leaving them be, I focused on this side-task 
at hand. I hadn't really ever done this before but I would not let 
stepping into the unknown frighten me. If I were to successfully gain 
loyalty of Vaman ' s son, he might think differently of me. 

Taking a few deep breaths, I closed my eyes and allowed the room's 
sounds to fill my ears. The constant explosions of grenades and heavy 
weapons, the rapid fire of turrets, the various noises of the ability 
belts, to the voices of every hard-trained student. Before I let my 
arm throw my lit grenade at my target, I took in the scoffs of Vaman 
and the vision of the dummy moving about a€" to which I also heard. 
And with a confident throw, I landed on my feet to the ground, and 
bowed my head, not lifting it until the explosion I waited for came. 
Upon ignition, I opened my eyes, letting light enter my pupils and 
behold, the head once again was blackened by the impact. The room 
fell quiet, I assume as I had been taking in all that I could sense, 
that every soul in my presence was thunderstruck with incredulity. I 
twitched my tail with a high dose of overconfidence; knowing that 
those who witnessed my feat had fully understood I was not to be 
messed with. And that if they tried, their fate would mimic that of 
the dummy. All except Vaman, of course. I smirked a sangheili smirk; 
his blood was boiling, I could smell the rage on him. 

"By the Prophets, what was THAT, Eyesore?" He said stomping his way 
toward me furiously; no doubt ready to take his hand across my cheek. 
Stopping him with my hand at his breastplate, still smirking, I said 
to him, 

"Merely displaying my expertise with the Type-1 Antipersonnel 
Grenade, sir." It was unlike me to be so cheeky, but to be an 
irritant worse than the legendary Parasite Spore upon his back was 
more than enough pleasure for me. 

"Are you talking back to me, you whelp?" He muttered bitterly, trying 
to push back against my hand. 

"No, sir. I am simply stating fact. Are you not as impressed with my 
coup as my classmates are?" Pushing my weight back on him, he knew I 
meant business. I'm sure even in his imprudence, he knew this was a 
challenge that I was not the failing student that he made me out to 



be. In fact, with my father's training, I could be considered 
top-class . 


"Hmph. A true warrior does not beg for attention to show his worth; 
he shows it when no one is watching." He huffed and attempted to walk 
away from our argument before I snapped, 

"And a wise trainer esteems all his apprentices of equal regard; with 
honor and glory a€" thoroughly instructing them in the Sanctified 
Blood and the Holy Flare that guides us." 

His only comeback was a low growl. He knew that no matter how strong 
the temptation was, he could not argue with the words of my father; a 
noble and well-appreciated warrior in his crucial days whose title 
may as well have been the equivalent to an Arbiter. 

"Fine. But if I ever lay my eyes on any more of your debauchery for 
your self-proclaimed skillset. I'll-" 

"Father," Gharan unexpectedly wedged in between our words. 

"What, Gharan?" Vaman barked. 

"It was I that challenged her to throw a Plasma Grenade to see if she 
could accurately tag it as she did beforehand to a closer proximity. 
It was a test of proficiency, sir, and I-" 

"You WHAT?!" Vaman appeared to be as ravaged as a foaming-beast a€" 
quite the humorous sight. "How DARE you provoke her to outdo 
you ! " 

"At least you finally admit I could, you fool, " I thought to 
myself . 

"It was not a provocation, but a test a€" to see if failure would 
befall her hide." The tone in which Gharan used was not at all 
defending what he had been since I joined this class. Actually, he 
seemed to be shifting his thought process about me for whatever 
reason a€" in similar fashion as when Eyesore sounded much 
differently on his lips than the others. His father didn't notice the 
change yet he still was unhappy 

"Nevermind that, you inept fool, you were instructed to specifically 
bring her pride below your knees!" Punishing him with a blow to the 
brow, he carried on to the rest of the class. 

"Pay no mind to what has happened here, students. The silliness that 
the Eyesore has displayed was but an act; a cry for attention." Vaman 
encouraged to the class. 

"So you mean to tell me that my education by my father's hand is only 
a meaningless hoax and your behavior toward the Hierarchs is not?" I 
retorted in response as I gathered my items for return at the sight 
of our day's end. 

"SILENCE! I have had ENOUGH of your insolence towards authority!" His 
heavy breathing due to yelling so much was obviously wearing him 
down. I knew that if I kept this up, this week would be relatively 
quiet. Next week, the last week, should I be ever so lucky then as 
well, I'd give praise to the Gods. 



"Likewise, Vaman. Better call on the first contestants, I do believe 
your class is walking on pins and needles, itching for a worthy 
quarrel . " 

Wrinkle-eyed from exhaustion, he looked at the class and back at me, 
knowing good and well my words held truth. He grinned a rather large 
grin, as if his next move would slit my throat. 

"So be it, you shall be up first a€" if you are so self-assured in 
what 'daddy' has taught his little girl, than you shall prove it 
beyond merely tagging a useless dummy. Gharan ! " 

"You needn't say another word, I know this is my fight." 

As the two of us readied ourselves for a fight with a few stretches, 
one student inquired Vaman. 

"Vaman, sir, what about a display from you?" He asked. 

"This is the sixth week. By the end of this week, you will no longer 
be needing a demonstration. Brace yourselves, this week will be a 
transition into what might be your valediction a€" or your fall back 
into the slums of where your status to becoming a warrior sees no 
return." He glanced at me with this last statement. "Settle down for 
a moment a€" this bicker between the best and worst student will not 
be long . " 

Before I made my way to the center of the room, I nodded to Eelo, 
telling her that I was ready; with all the preparations during our 
personal training sessions, I was more than ready. She reciprocated, 
acknowledging my thoughts that this was when I would shine a€" at 
least three fights before I left here. 

I readied my grenades in my pouch, twitching my tail yet again, 
anticipating Gharan ' s first move. Oddly, his first move was a 
respectful nod. Were it not for my quick reflexes, this would have 
caught me off balance a€" but noticing it made me realize 
somethinga€ 1 

"FIGHT!" Shouted Vaman as the quarrel officially initiated, I kept my 
eyes on Gharan and never lost sight of him. We merely exchanged 
arm-grabbing, looking into the other's eyes. He clearly was trying to 
tell me something but I was unsure of what. 

Ignoring this, I picked him up by the arm I had hold of and pinned 
him to the floor with a successful tag of a false grenade. He looked 
me in the eyes, once more, almost pleading something out of me. He 
obviously did not want to fight. Narrowing my eyes, I motioned that 
if he were to be looked upon as still the best that he fight back. He 
closed his eyes a moment and upon reopening them, it was clear a€" he 
must see me as his superior. I receded from the fight a€" Vaman was 
right after all. It WAS indeed brief. 

"What in Tartarus' name was that, Gharan? You had your chance and 
instead gave into a staring completion? No bloodshed, no gained 
honor, what pathetic excuse of a fight was this?" Gharan simply stood 
up, brushed his armor off, and folded his arms with a non-chalant 
expression upon his countenance. "This is NO time for stoic nature, 
why have you suddenly become weak? Moreso than the 



Eyesore? " 


"Father, if I am weak, than explain what use your counsel in combat 
has been to me." I was not looking but I knew his smirk was present; 
even if hardly noticeable. Well, unless you are Vaman. 

"You are going to disrespect me, your own father? In front of the 
convocation of this room? The ones who look up to you because I 
taught you how to be a warrior? ! " 

Again, Gharan said nothing. 

As much as some of us would like to see the star pupil become 
irrelevant, the entire class caught on quickly what these two do in 
their spare time other than ignore the other's presence. The class 
exited out the door, needing no dismissal for such an occasion like 
today . 

Eelo, Nikhal, and myself led Q'rin, our newest member to the grounds 
where the three of us had been training for weeks for several hours 
without a care in the world. Now being four, we all blended happily 
together. However, it felt incomplete. Even with the jokes from Q'rin 
every now and then, something about our group didn't seem 
right . 

"You feel it, too, don't you sister?" Eelo noticed the way I'd 
occasionally gaze out from our habitation. 

"Yes. The four of us do not make a true team." I told her putting the 
grenades that I hadn't used once since Jaor smuggled in the grenades 
for us . 

"I agree. We require a fifth member. Or all of us will never advance 
to the battlefield." 

"We need him." Nikhal looked up as he heard me say this. 

"N-Need who?" He asked. 

I did not answer him. Honestly, I didn't need to. The answer came to 
us all in the form of a beaten and bruised young sangheili, limping 
toward our turf as if he were on a mission. 

"Gharan! You're hurt!" Eelo immediately went to his aid, confused and 
worried for him; as he looked as though he had stepped foot in the 
heat of war. 

"My friend, why do you think that is?" I said to her, leaning against 
one of the posts that hold the shade over us. All she could do was 
look at me with concern and back to tending his wounds. 

"Hisa€l Vaman rebuked you? Isn't that why you have those scars?" 

Nikhal indicated. 

"Undeniably." This was all that Q'rin the Comedian could atypically 
muster . 

Gharan coughed up some blood before he spoke. 

"a€l there isn't skin on me that hasn't been battered, my friends." He 



meant this for all of us but looked at me whilst saying so. 

"So, this was what you meant by that gawk earlier. You no longer feel 
the way you have about me, or any of us for that matter." With a 
simple respective nod and head-shake, I'm sure speaking conjured too 
much energy in his state of mind. "Tell me, Gharan, what does this 
mean for the four of us?" 

Standing up, he took in a breath of fresh air a€" 
companionship-to-be . 

"That every word you said was true, every action you took was just, 
and every vein in your body flows with courage and honor." He bowed 
in veneration to me, much to the shock of the others a€" not me, 
however . 

"I'm privileged to know that for such a small act of kindness, I am 
repaid two-fold. Have you come here to join us and make this group a 
full squadron?" He held his stomach with his hand; still freshly 
injured . 

"Yes, my liege." He said standing up and with a minor bow. I 
laughed . 

"Cease your formalities, I am not leader as of now." 

"Not on the battlefield, no, but I've watched you. You have your 
father's blood in you a€" you ARE the leader here." He smirked to me 
with a glint in his eye. Nodding to him, I could tell the connection 
I tried to originate finally caught up to us. 

As we introduced him to our strategies and agenda, Nikhal was 
drowning in his sweat. 

"No, could it be? Are theya€ 1 ? Will theya€l?" Observing the body 
language of both Gharan and I, he feared the worst that our newfound 
friendship would indeed grow. The more he and I talked, the more 
fearful Nikhal became. "I need to make my movea€ 1 " 

Clearing his throat, he said, "Ruz, I would like to speak to you." I 
looked away from Gharan and locked them with Nikhal 's, watching his 
face go blue; waiting patiently to hear him speak. "Eh, era€ 1 " 

"Out with it, Nikhal." I calmly said. 

"Yes, uha€lwell, you see for a long time, I-" 

Gharan narrowed his eyes. He smelled the fear and panic on Nikhal. A 
competitive nature that has always been part of him lingered in him 
still a€" one that he would not recognize no matter what; despite 
separation from his father. 

"Nikhal, whatever it is you have to say to Ruz, I'm sure it can 
wait." He said gruffly with a small grin but in an expressionless 
manner . 

"I concur, Gharan. I apparently have been appointed leader of this 
group so we'll discuss this matter another time, hmm?" 


"You have always been our leader, sister." Eelo pointed out, handing 



me a grenade . 

"Satisfactory, I suppose. Let us practice more a€" now that our group 
is a squadron, we can fully focus our attention on next week a€" this 
is it, my friends. Make the most of it." 

"Righta€ 1 " Nikhal said to himself somberly. "Well, I tried. But I 
guess I have some friendly compet it iona€ 1 " 

That afternoon, with a glorious training session completed, all of us 
decided that while a couple of us had families, we would spend most 
of our time here in the grounds a€" focusing solely on entering the 
paths of our fathers before us. The next two weeks would not be 
merciful . 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>So did everyone enjoy this chapter? :3 Took me two 
days ! <strong> 

**Next Time:** 


10. Proving Honor - Part 7 of 7 

**I almost didn't finish this today! I won't be writing another 
chapter at least until after the end of November; if not, definitely 
count on chapter 12 not being written until this month finishes. 
Still have a lot of planning out in the next chapter to do.** 

■jk" ■jk" "jk" 


><p>"This is it, young misfits! Time to prove your worth on the path 
of the Great Journey!" Vaman stood coldly and calm with his arms 
behind his back with his right hand holding his left wrist. There 
wasn't a sangheili in this room that hadn't at least one battle scar 
to account for from yesterday's competition. It was the last day of 
the sixth week and, by the rings, it was zealous and rousing. Q'rin, 
for example, had become so full of himself due to brashness that his 
opponent rendered him unconscious a€" Gharan had to pull his lifeless 
body aside for the next quarrel to go on.<p> 

"This week your final assignment is to preserve your bloodline's 
honor and assess your inborn endowment to wielda€ 1 a blade!" The 
moment the hilt that he had craftily carried into our worn-out hall, 
every eye was opened in inexperienced awe a€" all but Eelo. 

"Hmph. I'm not impressed. Every soldier wishes to brand the iconic 
Energy Sword but I know a Sangheili is not defined by their skill 
with this weapon alone. Wrist-blades can be just as lethal as any 
other blade." She stated skeptically. 

And also Q'rin. 

"Curses! Not the blade at this appointed time! My leg still throbs 
from being thrown against the wall!" 


"You DID taunt your opponent with inappropriate gestures, Q'rina€l" 
Eelo responded. 



Q'rin groaned in shame, not denying his hasty act. 

"Eelo, that opinion about the Sword comes from naivety; when you have 
not gone a day in your life without training with it in your 
ownership, you would reevaluate that statement of yours." Gharan 
replied . 

"I agree with him, dear sister. My father had taught me a few things 
or so about the Rifle and Grenade but we mainly spent our time 
sparring. It was an enjoyable hobby." 

"From what you've told us about the training with him, Ruz, it sure 
sounds appears that way!" I gave her a friendly smile and 
nodded . 

Nikhal fidgeted where he stood, saying nothing but wishing to. 

"I should tell her now but this is not the time. I will when we are 
deployed to our first mission. Assuming I graduate that 
i s a€ 1 " 

"Nikhal?" I called out to the mentally-wandering 
squad-mate . 

"Hmm?" 


"You seem to be lost in thought. Are you feeling well? Are you 
prepared for this coming week?" 

"What? Oh, yes, I am of good health and most adequately prepared for 
this last week of hellfire." 

"I would hope so a€" we spent several weeks preparing for this. And 
if our drills were valuable, they will show through." 

"I'm sure, Ruz." Relieved Eelo. 

"Everyone take one and only one blade a€" a true warrior needs no 
introduction to a new weapon, they will use it to their advantage at 
the cost of their survival and honor. We do not have enough to share 
so do not think about taking more than one." Vaman then went to the 
corner of the room and sat there, watching us train on our own 
without instruction. 

One by one, every awestruck student took a blade and ten minutes 
passed by; every student attempting to activate the hilt's usage and 
slash away at the dummies. Vaman, in his sternness, took note of two 
extra blades left on the weapons display table. At first, I'm sure he 
had wondered which of us might have decided to opt out in the week's 
weapon a€" finding that Eelo and I both were at "fault". 

"You two! Eelo and Eyesore!" Vaman stood before us, and we, in our 
defiance to one who defies morality, hardly perceived his booming 
orders . 

"What is it, sir?" Asked Eelo. 

"Why have you not taken a blade from the table?" 


"I am disgusted with how reliant our kind is on tying honor with such 



a weapon and would rather use something reduced in size, as to not be 
easily detectable and slowed down." 


"Hmph." Vaman scoffed. "Every Sangheili warrior has his time to wield 
this ancient weapon a€" no warrior should rely too often on any one 
weapon or method of carnage; even if you, young one, are decent in 
covertness . " 

For once, the fool spoke wisdom. Not without being poisoned by 
contradict ion, however. 

"Speaks the one who covers his hoard of stolen hilts under crates of 
old weapons in secrecya€ 1 " I muffled under my breath. 

"You have something to say to my face. Eyesore?" 

"No, sir, simply assessing my next task to myself." I chuckled. 
Surely, capturing his attention would initiate a spar that I fully 
deserve. I was too proud to waste an entire week of a topic I had 
already fully knew of. I was not necessarily impatient about 
graduating, just irked that I do not receive some sort of test to 
show my expertise and possibly help the others with the skill. 

"You what? Wait a moment, you are using two swords! And where did you 
retrieve such poorly handcrafted weaponry?" He replied, attempting to 
actually confiscate my father's gifts to me. Within a blink of an 
eye, I tightly gripped his hand from even touching the hilts. I let 
out a low growl only heard by those nearest to me. This pride quickly 
turned to defense. 

"Leta€ 1 goa€ 1 of me." Vaman coolly but bitterly 
demanded . 

"Nota€ 1 unt ila€ 1 you backa€ 1 away . " I hissed. 

"Why should I?" He stated. 

"These hilts were constructed by my father the day he died and I do 
not intend to allow anyone to simply handle them and especially seize 
them from me. They are my right as his trainee graduate to set forth 
on my path to Glory. You have no authority to take what is duly 
mine . " 

"I personally do not care who gave them to you! As far as I am 
concerned, they are smut ! " 

I narrowed my brows and growled yet again. 

"Unless you want to lose your fingers, I suggest strongly that you 
let go of my hilts." 

At first he smirked, honestly believing I was bluffing; but the more 
he tried to take them, the more I dug my claw into his digits. The 
sight of his blood nearly set off whatever shifted in me the last 
time I was attacked. 

"Do you really believe that I am being flippant? Look, your honor is 
being taken from you the more you fight me." I told him concerning 
his fresh wound. Seeing it, he let go and cringed a little at the 
pain. If defending my father's name weren't more important, I would 



have laughed at his weakness for said pain. 


"I shouldn't let you keep them a€" the only reason I am is because I 
am fed up with your rebellion. Perhaps I will inform His Holiness of 
how troublesome you have been." Smirking, he looked to his son for 
acknowledgement of tending to the class at his departure. "And maybe, 
just maybe, they'll send executioners to end you so that my hands 
needn't dirty themselves." 

The class had not yet fully engaged to the task at hand but after the 
discussion between my friends, this week would surely come to a close 
today. We all planned it that way. I could have easily left my blades 
alone and took one of the other ones and used them all the way 
through the week but then when would I display my father's inherited 
gifts with pride? And I could also use the other blades and then use 
my personal ones for the weekly battle but this situation would have 
still occurred either way a€" this was purely unavoidable. 

"Then perhaps I should tell them that you are dishonorable a€" that 
you are in cahoots with that traitor, Garr so that one of you may 
take the place of the Hierarchs and rule over the Covenant ! " 

He then turned around, bitten by fury, unable to move, he simply 
boiled over in his boots. Distracted by his own flaws, I took my hand 
dripping with his blood, his life-force, his honor, and I consumed 
it, allowing it to awaken the burning fire that is the spirit of my 
father a€" the inner passion that is embedded within my own blood; 
the unexplained stirring of chaos within. 

My vision dawned a crimson hue and all at once, I leapt with both 
blades at the so-called instructor, startling the training students, 
who were too inexplicably terrified and too proud to admit it. He had 
his hilt already equipped on his person and was ready to defend 
himself from any student who wishes to challenge him a€" which tells 
me that on the second week, he had said hilt on his belt from that 
point on in preparation for this moment; most likely from me. 

Our blades clashed; forcing one of us to recoil. Upon withdrawal, we 
studied eachother and circled one another. The old geezer has not 
been practicing as of late, no doubt in part to spending his energy 
wasted on ridding of me; to which he now had his chance if he hadn't 
been so sluggish. I made the first assault and from that point on, a 
series of clashing blades raged on. Eventually, his sword emptied its 
energy and I chuckled, knowing he'd marvel as to why mine are still 
functioning . 

"I know your feeble mind wonders how my smut of two blades haven't 
discharged as of yet. Well, these 'poorly made' weapons not only 
empty one percent each use, my armor also has a charging station 
installed, my father's handiwork. This information wasn't necessary 
for you know, I just relish in watching you overflow in disillusioned 
might that is cloaked by vehemence." I ended with a cackle. 

This was met with a beaten brow and my back to the ground and befire 
I could regain composure, Vaman stated, 

"Impressive indeed. However, not most impressive. I've seen Unggoy 
fight more movingly. Your last task. Eyesore, is to fight the one no 
opponent of your age has defeated - me." 



He then choked me and also gave me new lacerations and ruined my 
armor a€" most infuriating of all, he tossed my weapons aside without 
a care. The inner need to kill was becoming increasingly difficult to 
ignore at this point. He insulted everything about who I am. 
Regardless if I deserved it due to the current ego trip I had, this 
fool nearly spent seven weeks making my training worse than what it 
should have been. I know that even if he were to rat me out, he'd 
carry on his power-hungry plot regardless if I stepped into his life 
or not . 

"So, you think you can walk into my class, be treated equally, steal 
the trust of my real students and dishonor me? Ha! Who is writhing in 
pain, throat clogged of their own blood now, worm? Your father was a 
disreputable nobody and he sent someone worse to take his throne! 

I'll do him a favor by ending what he couldn't start 
himself ! " 

Despite that all of me wanted to devour every last inch of him, his 
strength at the moment had me cornered. Until Nikhal interjected, 
that is. 

"Stop, Vaman ! If you leave her be, you can kill me instead." He 
beseeched the instructor. 

"You're not worth my time, go about your business. This doesn't 
concern you." Vaman replied with a monotonal voice. 

"Actually, sir, it does." With that, he revealed the rifle he had 
hidden behind his back and fired furiously at Vaman ' s face, 
momentarily blinding him, allowing time to recover my wounded self to 
the other end of the room. Yelling out in pain, Vaman scratched his 
scorched face when Nikhal told him, "Who do you think you are to 
insult and disregard the most honorable student in this class? And 
you self-appointed your son as so but I tell you the truth, without 
the guidance of Ruz, he would have surely missed his chance to earn 
honor! You sicken me!" 

"Nikhal, please, I-" I softly called out. 

"No, rest. I can't watch this baseborn verbally molest you and your 
path for Glory. He will pay for his trespassesa€ 1 " I laid there in 
wonder, amazed that such a shy soul had enough desire to defend me 
like this. He had activated the blade and prepared for a gut 
penetration upon Vaman. 

"Wait, Nikhal!" Gharan appealed to his new friend. 

"What is it, Gharan?" 

"Spare his life but not his dignity." He told him. 

"What? What are you meaning by that, Gharan?" Vaman asked to no 
answer given. 

"Why? He hurt her!" 

"I know, I'm just as furious, but trust me, I have a better solution 
as to whom should dismember hima€ 1 " He said putting his hand on the 
blade Nikhal held. Nikhal looked down, watching him do this, and 
nodded, understanding his words. Vaman ' s eyes widened in 



comprehension but could say nothing. 


"You have just as much a right to regain your honor and hers, albeit, 
some other method. Go ahead." 

Nikhal nodded to him in reaction and the first thing to cross his 
mind as to how he would go about this endeavor was simply kicking 
Vaman in his side. 

"That is for putting her through turmoil, you wretched thing." Once 
this was done and Vaman was left to cringe, Nikhal nodded to Gharan, 
handing him the blade he had before. Gharan walked to his father, 
standing over him and sighed deeply. 

"For too long, you have abused me and shown me no love. For years I 
have put up with your hatred out of respect for mother. Now, I will 
regain every ounce of the honor you took from me by the spilling of 
your blooda€ 1 " Putting the blade in front of his eyes, it was 
centered between them, and he readied himself to do what he had 
longed to do weeks ago. 

"Gharan, you can't! Who will teach us?" A student called out in 
protest. Gharan eyed the fellow student. 

"Listen to your classmate, Gharan. He speaks truth." Vaman slyly 
manipulated him. 

"No, he does not. I know he is only following you because he either 
is more afraid of you than I used to be or he simply idolizes you. 
Either way, you taught me everything you know a€" if I have to, I can 
pick up where you left off; and fill the needs of the students that 
you could not meet . " 

"Gharan, you're over-reacting, help me to my feet and we can 
forget-" 

"NO!" The young Sangheili declared. "I have lived too long wearing 
scars I am not proud of! Days have gone by where I wished I was dead; 
knowing you would dismiss my death as merely weakness, if you were to 
notice it at all. No one would flog your sorry carcass for cruelty 
because I was not only a spawn of a fiend but your false honor would 
shield you from justice that needs to desperately be served. No, a 
greater punishment, dear 'father', is knowing that today marks your 
defeat in fair battle by whom you consider lower than you and your 
death by way of Blood." Holding the hilt, blade pointing towards 
Vaman ' s belly, Vaman ' s hands went up in fear and defense. 

"No, please, I am your father!" He was cowering in his sweat. 

"Not anymorea€ 1 " With one swift silent move, the fool was gutted. 
You'd swear that through the foggy stillness, you heard Vaman 
whispering, 'I'm sorrya€ 1 ' 

"If mother were still here, she'd have had your hide. She'd remind 
you what love was." 

The class didn't know whether to be silent or murmur or shout in fear 
a€" so each thing cycled through every student every so often. The 
three boys of my squadron tended to my wounds, making sure that I was 
fit to lead them in the event that we would indeed graduate. 



"You know, my friends, I CAN take care of myself." 

"You shouldn't have you, Ruz." Nikhal replied with a smile. 

"Not after the way my father has treated you." Gharan added. 

"A leader like you deserves a little pampering." Q'rin 
grinned . 

"Much appreciation, you three. You are all cherished." I said, laying 
down, accepting the indulgences. 

As Gharan finished his part of the help, he then told nearby 
authorities of what happened within the room. At first, they 
dismissed it as folly, that is, until he provided them with the sword 
that was within his father's side. He further explained all that went 
on after the guards accepted the truth, including the bit about his 
plan to dethrone the Hierarchs. Upon hearing this, they immediately 
appointed a new teacher for the class and those involved with the 
purging of Vaman to be rewarded a€" which would mean the five of us, 
being my team and I, would see the Hierarchs if they so wish to 
request to speak with us. 

Within the hour of the Prophets hearing the news, my team and I were 
invited to their chambers. I held all of the anticipation that my 
friends silently kept within combined. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>There you have it, folks! The end to the Proving Honor 
"Mini-Series"! xD seriously, that is it. Next chapter will have a 
different name, I promise rofl It may not have been what you expected 
but I really didn't know what else to do with it. I couldn't think of 
how to extend this chapter to include one day then skip to the last 
day and involve Vaman ' s death. Figured all this tension would good 
for plot and such. I mainly have a lot of work to do once the next 
chapter is finished since I have to involve the Prophets yet again. 

By the way, the source of Ruz ' s fury is not ALL in her sangheili 
blooda€lbut that is information for much much later Anyway, hope 
you liked this chapter! :D<strong> 

**NEXT TIME: Ruz and her squad speak to the Prophets. Will they be 
rewarded or punished? Will they be banished from becoming a warrior 
or graduate?** 


11. The Path of Light - Part 1 of 2 

**Hey peeps, sorry for not posting anything in such a long time! I'm 
swamped with literally over 40 projects at the moment, most of them 
fanfictions xD I will get to everything eventually. I've decided that 
this chapter will end on a cliffhanger and the next one will continue 
it but will more than likely be one of the shortest chapters. I would 
like to combine all of it into one chapter but a cliffhanger just 
sounded best. Might not get to read the next one for a month or so. 

We will see. Hope you enjoy this and sorry again for the wait!** 



><p><em>Sect ion 1: The Proposal<em> 


"I cannot believe that outlandish abomination managed to withstand 
not even a full seven weeks of training and defeat our most strict 
trainer we've provided!" The Prophet of Mercy and his two other 
co-leaders hovered close to one another in the empty Council Chamber, 
arguing with the others over the possibility of "Ruz Malamee, the 
spawn of a legend" being punished for her actions. 

"Indeed. One would assume with severe training such as Vaman ' s would 
cripple any puny student a€" much less a female!" The Prophet of 
Regret replied bitterly; his fury akin to a Kig-Yar's 
snarl . 

"Somehow, not one but two females slipped through his sights and were 
trained as equals among the rest of the trainees." Mercy now had a 
calmer tone. He rubbed his chin thoughtfully. 

"Let us not fret over the one who has full Sangheili blood in her 
veins, brothers." Truth reasoned. "After all, it is Ruz that we must 
discuss . " 

"Of course. Shall she be punished?" Mercy grew curious of his 
brother's answer. Surely, he would say how the one nicknamed Eyesore 
would be decimated in thousands of ways. 

"Hmm, perhaps. A long time imprisoned could alter her course of 
thought." Regret interpolated much to Mercy's surprise. 

"No. If our changes to our Covenant and the fulfillment of our vows 
are to be done correctly, we must not act too soon. We will allow 
those dastardly Sangheili to serve us a while longer then, when the 
moment is right, our new pact of the Covenant will fall into place." 
Truth explained with such experience that his hierarchy among the 
three was undoubtedly evident . 

"So, we shall reward her for her treason?" Mercy's voice was fraught 
with surprise. 

"More or less." Truth answered. "We will make use of N'tho's 
daughter, put her on missions that will crush her will to live; even 
if she is to grow weary to the bone. Our permission to deploy her 
into battle, which she will believe is our blessing, shall blind her 
from seeing the imminent danger before her; as we all know her goal 
is to uphold her father's namesake and gain our respect. For which it 
shall, for the moment, be given." His fingertips touched one another, 
smiling with sickening pleasure. 

"Wouldn't her repulsive feet defile the path?" Asked Regret. 

"Not entirely. By putting her under the command of ruthless leaders, 
she will break with each passing mission. Soon, her honor and rank 
will be stripped of her. I cannot foresee her making it very far 
through the ranks a€" let alone survive in battle." Truth turned 
towards the entrance, awaiting visitors. Regret and Mercy followed 
suit . 

"And if she does proceed longer than we anticipated?" Regret 
continued . 



"She shall be eliminated, like all the rest. She shall not become a 
Councilor; that much is certain." Truth settled deeper in his throne, 
peaceful in his own manner. "For if she were to become that intimate 
with us, politically, our plans would assuredly be found out 
instantly. We cannot allow that to happen. Promotion will be 
discussed as she progresses." 

"It is settled then. We shall allow her to graduate only to push her 
further into chaos; her obliteration can only prove our Journey to be 
sacred!" Mercy declared. 

"Remember, my brothers, simply defeating her trainer is not efficient 
evidence to sustain her a€" our own eyes must behold her talents; for 
research according to our plans to see if she is a worthy but 
disposable puppet. She shall fight one of her own; prove she can 
overcome her own attachments to others and still light the way for us 
as we walk over her and those like her. If we confined our 
observations to her skills only, this would prove most suspicious. 
Seeing her entire squad would be more logical in our goal." Murmurs 
of agreement conspired momentarily before Truth finished with, "We 
best be ready for Ruz and her companions; they are arriving soon." 
Truth and the other two Prophets settled where they wished; pending a 
secret arrival of my team and I. This meeting would be out of the 
Councilors prying eyes. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXem>Sect ion 2: The Right to Walk<em> 

"How exciting! The Prophets requested us all in their holy presence!" 
Eelo's voice heightened with zeal as her mind wandered into a day 
dream of what it ought to be like basking in their light. My team 
followed me down the long hallway that led to the Council Chamber; 
with Eelo and Gharan closely behind me and the other two behind 
them . 

"Quite unexpected, is it not?" I added gazing at the architecture as 
we carried on. The last two times I came here, I was too busy 
focusing on what my father had trained me to do to stop a moment and 
appreciate the beauty of our Holy City. 

"I concur. It would make sense that you, Ruz, would be summoned, but 
not all five of us." Gharan alluded in his soft-spoken manner. 

"Is that implying anything, Gharan?" I asked, hoping he wasn't 
referring to my unusual appearance and namesake. 

"Only that you are the strongest of us all." Gharan told me with a 
slight flirtatious grin. 

"Other than you." I corrected him, reminding him that he has and will 
always be the top of his class. 

"No, I allowed my father to mishandle me for years, in more ways than 
I can count. It took a female to straighten me out." He humorously 
said as I chuckled to his comment. "No, my friend, if anything. I am 
probably the weakest of us all." Gharan re-corrected me. "Other than 
Nikhal, of course." He teased our team's whelp, glancing at his 
newfound comrade whom he directed his statement towards. 



"Hey!" Nikhal exclaimed in protest. The four of us laughed heartily 
at our friendship and its wonderful moments. 


"I find it a little suspicious, myself. Why all of us?" Q'rin 
interjected our bonding moment by re-directing our conversation back 
to the original one. 

"Yes, maybe it is laced with the unknown. Moreover, I find it to be 
an honor!" Nikhal inputted. 

"Even after they stripped your father's rank?" I inquired. 

"Yes, even more so. I respect my father but he isa€ 1 insufferable . I 
have always looked up to the Hierarchs almost as father figures. I 
know it may sound odd to hear such a thing but I revere them either 
way you look at it." Nikhal clarified. 

"Makes perfect sense, Nikhal." I said as I friendly put my hand on 
his shoulder. He gave a nervous smile back at me. 

As we finished our discussions, the five of us bound our mandibles 
shut at the sight of all three Hierarchs at the other end of the 
Chamber. I could feel the anxiety from us all a€" with the exception 
of Eelo, who was excited more than she was nervous. Nikhal was 
honored to be in their presence. Q'rin was simply in awe and without 
words. Gharan felt courageous for stepping where they had been. Me? A 
mix of all of these. 

"Greetings to all five of you, students." Truth spoke out to us as we 
had reached the stand where I had stood only weeks ago. 

In succession, we bowed in veneration until they told us to lift our 
heads . 

"Rise, trainees." Mercy commanded us. 

As it was when we bowed, similarly, we rose. 

"Have you been informed of why you were gathered here today, young 
ones?" Regret asked us with curiosity. 

My squad and I looked at one another. We hadn't the foggiest idea as 
to why we were sent here. 

"No, Blessed One." I finally said. 

"Then allow us to explain." Truth told us. "Eirstly, students, your 
training scores among your peers and each other separately 
area€ 1 varied, to say the least, but we've noticed that as time 
passed, both individually and as one unit, the scores have increased 
on all levels. Your training is exemplary." All of us looked to each 
other briefly in exchange of congratulat ional and enthusiastic nods. 
"Secondly, we have requested your attendance to see your skills and 
talents in person. I hope that does not surprise you too 
muchaC 1 " 

Each of us shook our heads. "Good," Truth continued. "Because we 
cleared this Chamber for that very thing. We've noted your efforts as 
a team and thusly needn't be shown such skills; they will be seen on 
the battlefield, should we deploy you. Now then, what we would like 



to see for ourselves is art of one-on-one combat. Any questions?" 
Again, we shook our heads. "Excellent. Let us start with the star 
pupils; Ruz and Gharan, show us what you are made of." 

As the room shifted with movement, the Hierarchs gathered around 
where they stood for the meeting at which I was inquired on whether 
or not to be inserted into the academy. Those that would be in a 
quarrel would stand where the Hierarchs would be and those not 
engaged in combat would stand outside of that area, observing. 

"We have taken note of what weapons you all prefer to use and have 
already provided them for you." After all of us gathered our weapons, 
my enemy-turned-ally and I positioned ourselves in the duel 
circle . 

Gharan and I had a different approach on the other the previous time 
we were told to battle; now, we deeply respected each other, for 
which I am grateful. We locked our eyes in our duty to our Lords and 
one another as squad members . We had grown to know every squad 
member's movements, as our constant training allowed us to do so. It 
used to be that impulsive starts would happen, which would result in 
injury or distraction, now, we simply pause and build up the tension, 
grow our strengths until, like a catapult preparing to swing its 
armament, we strike unexpectedly to push whoever was even a split 
second slower to make up for their mistakes. 

Units went by and the room was growing restless. 

"Intriguing, is it not, brother?" Mercy asked Regret. "Their dueling 
skills have exponentially increased more than what was recorded a€" 
already these students have learned the fine art of sudden attack, at 
such a young age ! " 

"Yes, but if they keep this up, I will age and expirea€ 1 " Responded a 
very bored Regret . 

Moments later, Gharan and I fired upon the other, filling the air 
with nothing but pink and blue mist. 

My Needlers to his Plasma Rifle. It was proving quite the battle. 
Luckily, our aim was precise and therefore very little room for 
missing the other. Both our armors were hardy and withstood every 
blow. Upon seeing that there was no beating the other, we took a 
moment to catch our breath. It was then that Truth interrupted before 
we would continue the duel. 

"You may rest, Ruz; you fought well and managed to have a foot in a 
tie and just barely winning. Gharan, are you prepared to duel with 
another? " 

"I could go on for hours. Your Holiness. And this is no empty 
statement, I have done so in the past." Gharan said, dusting off his 
Plasma Rifle for the next clash. 

"I'm sure, young Gharan." Truth responded with a chuckle. "Your 
opponent will be the other female a€" Eelo. Other than Ruz, she is 
the closest to your skillset." 

While Gharan bowed respectfully in response to the request, Eelo gave 
a childish squeal and said, "With pleasure, milord!" And positioned 



herself with Gharan. 


"Isn't it amusing that Eelo treats us like celebrities?" Mercy asked 
his brothers, whom, in agreement, nodded their heads. 

Gharan and Eelo were at it for about fifteen units. It wasn't as 
impressive as the fight beforehand, but nonetheless, a deserved 
prolonged battle. Eor one thing, Eelo's excitement caused her to 
attack Gharan immediately upon the first seconds of the duel. It 
aided her as Gharan was not yet prepared for such an attack, but it 
also pushed Gharan to fight harder. As was expected through our 
training, Gharan won but, like me, had one foot at a tie, as 
well . 

"Wonderful tactics, the both of you." Regret remarked. "Gharan, 
according to your records, you were on top of the leaderboards among 
all your peers. I can see why your father placed you at such a rank. 
Eelo, you have succeeded your own records, proving that you are 
better than what was written down. Do you need a moment to rest 
before you take on another duel?" 

"No, Holy One. I am ready for another fight." Eelo said. 

"Very good. Q'rin, you are going to be her opponent next." Regret 
instructed the class clown. 

Q'rin nodded and upon positioning, the two fought for a relatively 
short time. Eelo beat him fairly easily. 

"Ah, my eyes are opened to the obvious now; it is becoming clear who 
will be first in every battle. Let us put that theory to the test. 
Q'rin and Nikhal, please ready yourselves for a duel." 

"Yes, Hierarchs," Both said as they did so. 

Within units, the jester of our group defeated the whelp. Nikhal 
typically didn't like the odds of him always losing but Q'rin was his 
best friend. 

"You beat me once again, Q'rin." 

"Expecting a different result, Nikhal?" Q'rin asked as he picked his 
ally up off the floor. 

"Not expecting, Q'rin, but praying to the Gods." Q'rin chuckled to 
his reply. 

"I enjoy seeing pleasantries between allies and working together 
toward a common goal. It is a rare trait among the young warriors." 
Mercy told the two male Sangheili warriors. 

"Indeed it is. Q'rin, despite your previous battle, you show promise. 
Nikhal, you could as well but I fear you are not meeting standards. 
Are you receiving additional training from your father, as per my 
instructions?" Truth added. 

"I contritely say my father has spent more of his time grumbling in 
another room and wasting it on Gods-only-know-what . " 

"I see. Well, then I will have to personally speak to Garr after we 



are finished here. Regardless, I hope you intend on practicing more. 
You have a small chance of stepping onto the battlefield with your 
squad but it is certainly possible." 

"Yes, Your Highness." Nikhal thanked them. 

Truth acknowledged his politeness with a nod and centered his throne 
to the five of us, giving us further instruction. 

"Let the three of us discuss what will be done further here, today." 
And with our patience received, the three of them whispered amongst 
themselves. "Nikhal may not make it as a warrior." 

"Surely, but we must give him a fighting chance if we are to treat 
him equally and prevent suspicion." Mercy said, bringing up an 
excellent point. 

"Even so, for every group, there is a failure amongst the others. We 
shall see if he improves." Truth replied. 

"Q'rin surprises me. I did not expect him to surpass Nikhal." Regret 
said . 

"I felt the same way however he only barely did so. He is coupled in 
skill with him. Unlike Nikhal, he has natural skill whereas Nikhal is 
clumsy. The whelp only made it this far through perseverance a€" 
something the others have but not to the extent that the Nikhal 
does." Truth further said. 

"Eelo is quite interesting to watch. She is fluid; moreso than 
typical Sangheili trainees." Said Mercy thoughtfully. 

"That is obviously because Eelo is female, dear brother." Replied 
Truth. "Ruz, similarly, is fluid, if not moreso than Eelo. Gharan is 
efficient and has the ability to go at the battle like the Jiralhanae 
in his techniques a€" on the contrary, both of them do but the male 
blood between the three gives him the upper hand." 

"What is the overall summary of this squad, both individually and as 
one entity, so far?" Regret questioned. 

"Nikhal will likely remain the runt of the five, should he prevail, 
but if he persists, he will remove himself from such a title. If 
Q'rin separates himself from mischief, he will be a valuable asset 
between the two and to the squad itself. Eelo is quite promising. She 
could easily become an assassin. Gharan is both a leader and a 
follower but so is Ruz; which leads me to believe that in the future, 
they have constant struggle between leadership and that will carry on 
into war. If they should put aside their differences, they will be of 
equal status. Ruz is interesting, howevera€ 1 she is unpredictable. 

This squad sets a good example to other ones." Truth elucidated to 
the two . 

"Will any of this hinder our plans?" Regret probed a valid 
question . 

"If it does, we need to do something about it." Mercy 
suggested . 


"No, my brethren, it, in fact, aids us. If they are strong, they will 



pave the way to our Glory and ultimately, to their downfall." Truth 
answered. "Are we done here, do you think? Or should we push them 
further? " 

"Oh, but of course. Prophet of Truth! Come now, we should demand the 
very best of our warriors. We ought to scatter them into different 
duels." Both Regret and Mercy said. 

"Very well, I already have something in mind." The three Prophets 
returned to the youngsters that we were. "We are pleased of you five 
so far but we must see further evidence you all are ready to leave 
here and fight for the Journey out there." All five of us bowed in 
gratitude. "There only need be a few more duels for us to observe. 
Nikhal-" The young warrior looked up upon hearing his name. "We wish 
to see more out of you. You will battle Eelo." 

The two readied themselves and, much to all of our surprise, Nikhal 
had done better than with Q'rin but barely caught up. 

"Very good, Nikhal. You, as well, Eelo." 

"You did your best, Nikhal." She told the winded underling. 

"I know." Was all that he could muster. 

"Rest, young one. Eelo, we want you to quarrel with your leader, 

Ruz." Truth said. 

"Well, my good friend. It appears fate has led us to fight again." I 
told Eelo as she positioned herself in front of me. 

"Indeed. I pray you are successful." She told me. 

"Likewise . " 

Our battle reflected much of the last we did some weeks ago with the 
exception of, like with Gharan and I, earlier, that she had fallen 
short of defeating me a€" but Gharan did better than her, not 
surprisingly . 

"You did well, sister!" Eelo congratulated me. 

"You did, also!" I replied. 

"You both certainly did well." Truth settled the conversation between 
us females. 

"Make no mistake, both of you are closely equal." Mercy added. 

"Ruz Malamee, have you any strength left?" Truth asked me. 

"I am still standing. Your Majesty." 

"Indeed you are. That is good, because you next opponent is 
Q'rin." 

"Ah, it has been a while since I have caused him to consume the 
ground he walks upon." I smirked at Q'rin as he came and stood before 
me . 



"And it's been far too long since I've surprised you!" He 
responded . 

With that, we both fought a good fight a€" but, as was predicted, I 
valiantly prevailed. 

"Once again, I defeat you." I said. 

"So you have. And once again, you have proven me wronga€ 1 " Q'rin 
lifted himself off the ground. 

"Do not feel so down, my friend, you still have your humor." I helped 
him up by the arm. 

"True, very true." He agreed with a friendly pat to my shoulder. 

As we departed from each other. Truth said, "Good work, young ones." 
After a brief chat between the Hierarchs, Truth continued. "Q'rin, we 
would like to see more from you. Your next opponent is Gharan." 

"Oh, exquisite, more proof that I will faila€l" The jester complained 
softly. Truth narrowed his eyes at him, warning him to keep his 
comments to himself and he received it with understanding. 

The two fought and for the first time amid the series of firefights, 
there was a legitimate tie. 

"Yes, I did not lose!" Q'rin cheered for his victory. 

"Nor did I." Gharan responded with slight jealousy in his 
voice . 

"You've exceeded your own expectations, Q'rin. This is proof of 
progress . " 

As Gharan and Q'rin began to walk to back to the sidelines. Regret 
said, "Gharan, before you return to the borders, it is your turn to 
be put the test a second time." 

"Very well. Who is that you would have me duel with?" 

"Nikhal . " 

In all honesty, the Prophets wanted to see more from both equally but 
Nikhal had plenty to show off to prove he was better than his 
reputation proceeds of him. Nikhal ' s facial expression showed 
disappointment. His body and mind were tearing at the seams. He was 
not prepared to fight the top student but in order to move forward, 
he had to. 

The fight did not last even a unit. Nikhal fought bravely but he was 
too physically weak and exhausted to continue. 

"Pity. I expected more from you, Nikhal. Perhaps you are not cut out 
to be a warrior. Send in an Honorguard to escort him to his father, 
where he belongs." Truth said penitently with an indication of 
crossness towards the sight of weakness. 


I had grown extremely close with Nikhal. He was the brother I never 
had. I could not stand to see him wasted so easily when I have 



personally seen what he is capable of. 


"WAIT!" I abruptly proclaimed with fervent desires like an explosion 
waiting to happen. The room fell silent as all eyes centered on me. 
"Forgive my sudden outburst. Noble Hierarchs, but I am this squad's 
leader by vote and I have seen what he can do. Please, I beg of you, 
do not waste such a useful warrior because of his nervousness, there 
is still one last battle and it is with me. Let us duel and he will 
show youa€ 1 " I pled to them on my knees. Truth inhaled deeply. 

"Why should we show favoritism just because you do, daughter of 
N'tho?" Truth said coldly. 

"Because, Your Holiness," I said lifting my eyes to fix on his. "I 
have personally trained with all of them. I know their skills better 
than I know myself. If you allow me to show you my leadership skills, 
I can prove my words. I vow to you, he is better than what is seen 
here." It was risky but my vow was genuine. 

"Very well, you may-" Truth began to say. 

"Ruz, I cannota€ 1 I cannot fight you." Nikhal interrupted Truth. 

I turned around, confused as to why he would not want to do the very 
thing he promised to do, the thing we agreed on, the thing we had 
been waiting to do for weeks. 

"You see, Ruz, even he does not wish to do it." Truth said. I shot a 
glance of hurt in my eyes at Truth, and got up to approach 
Nikhal . 

"Nikhal, what has gotten into you, my friend?" I asked him 
point-blank . 

"Ia€ll am not ready." 

"We both wanted to see what we could do in this situation, did we 
not?" I reminded Nikhal. 

"After today, my every failure proves to me I would not even last a 
seconda€ 1 " 

I shook his shoulders in rage. 

"Do you not trust me?" I asked him. Nikhal gave me a vacant 
expression. "Answer me, Nikhala€ 1 " 

"Y-Yes, of course I do." 

"Then show me. You amaze me, Nikhal. Do it again." I firmly cupped my 
hand over his shoulder. 

"Doa€ 1 do I really?" I nodded to his question. 

His curved brow clearly showed that he wanted to fight. 

"We are ready. Gracious Ones." I informed them. 

"Arm yourselves, you two." He told us. 



"It's time we stopped using our usual 


I looked to Nikhal and said, 
weapons . " 

"You do not meana€ 1 " Eelo said. 

"Yes, I mean that, sister." I replied to her. 

"Blades? Are you certain of this?" Nikhal asked, retrieving a hilt 
from the cart the Prophets provided us. 

" I am, Nikhal . " 

"When we agreed upon this battle, whenever it would come, I never 
imagined you would resort to using blades, Ruz." 

"Nor, I. But I felt it was necessary to provoke the warrior within 
you . " 

"I see. I shall not disappoint you, then." 

"Nikhala€ 1 " I chuckled as I began to say. "I do not believe you are 
incapable of disappointing me. Are you ready to do this?" 

"Yes, my friend." He sighed deeply. 

I nodded in great acknowledgement and keenness to our upcoming 
test . 

"Activate your hilt and let's begin." I instructed him as I 
unsheathed my burgundy colored blades. He swallowed a large pocket of 
air and did the same. 

Whatever happens now would not only determine his future, but mine as 
well. Should I lose this battle, my honor may be stripped from me a€" 
and this whelp's abilities, according to the Prophet's observations 
and decision, will be like boots to impress me into the ground to my 
grave for my and my father's namesake to rest eternally. Now or 
never, I will have to fight to gain what I've gripped to for so long. 
Would I sacrifice my dream for the sake of my closest friend or 
virtually wear the honor he so desperately wants as badly? Only time 
will knowa€ 1 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>Whew ! Who knew I already finished this chapter! I would 
have posted this chapter a long time ago xD Anyway, hoped you enjoyed 
this chapter! Please, leave a review! I know I don't post as often as 
I should but I try very hard on every chapter. It really does help me 
to know your thoughts, all.<strong> 

_**Next time: Ruz and Nikhal have an epic battle !**_ 


12. The Path of Light - Part 2 of 2 

**I never thought I ' d be writing another chapter so soon! But since 
it was on my to-do list, I decided to take a whack at it. At first, I 
didn't know how to approach it. But as I continued to add only a 
little bit then come back to it eventually, my fingers just sorta 
took over. And I've gotta say, this is incredible! I feel like I'm 



both in the story and a reader xD It's awesome! I feel all the 
excitement you guys do! :3 This is so much fun! Can't wait to see 
what I write next! ENJOY!** 
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><pXstrong>Sect ion 1: It All Comes Down To ThisaC 1 <strong> 

Even through his calm complexion, I knew Nikhal was sweating through 
every pore on his skin. This quarrel made him more anxious than a 
sniveling Grunt at the hand of deathaC 1 for good reason. I would have 
slew his honor by now were it not for the fact that I was curious to 
see how he'd initiate the fight. I was giving him the first move. So 
far, it did not look promising. 

"Are you going to fight, or not?" Remarked an agitated 
Regret . 

Nikhal grunted tensely, quiet as the room itself, clenching his blade 
with all his might. This had become a contest of gawking at one 
another. Ten minutes into this uneventful tirade and I was prepared 
to surrender a€" even if it meant preserving what little honor I hold 
currently under my father's name. I had disputed within myself, 
especially after training with him all these weeks, if dueling with 
him was wise. It was obvious I played into his antics a€" anecdotes 
of imaginary equal status with me. He refused to give up during 
training so what is he doing at this moment? His honor is on the 
line ! 

I shook my head. I could not take this idiocy any longer. 

"I had faith in you, Nikhal. I've trained by your side all this time 
and here you throw away your honor a€" your reputation a€" for fear. 

I was wrong to agree to this. Go home. I am finished 
here . " 

Disappointed, reviled, and hurt, I began to fill the halls with my 
hoof-steps. About five steps away from leaving, I heard a grunt of 
effort and the distinct sound of a blade rushing through the air. 

With a half-spin, I twirled around, both my blades in the air in 
blocking formation, fully evading the blade that Nikhal had swung at 
me . 

"In the short time you've known me, have you truly ever seen me give 
up? Even when the odds are stacked higher than my eyes can look 
over? " 

Nikhal pulled away and within a split second, he flailed his blade at 
me in all directions. Not so much in desperation but perseverance. He 
was not as afraid as everyone liked them to believe, he fooled even 
me. Shy, perhaps, but NOT afraid, nor a coward. Nikhal is nothing 
like his foolish father. He is full of surprises. 

I hadn't had the time to train in him in the way of the blade, as I 
had planned to secretly duel with him when the time came. Never did I 
expect it so soon. Nonetheless, it has transpired and there is no 
turning back a€" for either of us. It is do or die a€" for our honor 
at least . 


Nikhal ' s amazing reflexes and timing made the spectators in the room 



marvel a€" myself included. After a few sprees of randomized slashing 
techniques, Nikhal stepped backwards. He had obviously trained by 
himself prior to this day, and hidden his intentions from the eyes of 
the Squad. He appeared to be as honed as I was in my many years of my 
father's teachings. He instinctively withdrew from the duel 
momentarily, knowing I was predicting his movements. In order to 
defeat me, he must've realized by now that I have to physically fight 
in the dark. I have to quite literally hearth new tactics for every 
move rather than regurgitate basic ones for basic attacks. He'd have 
to be three or five steps ahead of me. 

The moment he withdrew, plunged in my direction seconds later, and 
did not let up bespoke of this very thing. It's as if he needn't read 
my body language nor my mind a€" but, if I dare say, my eyes. His 
unmoving gaze made me feel exposed, predictable. These feelings of 
dread seeking my hide hadn't come upon me since the first days of 
training with father. Was this a subliminal method of some kind? 

My answer lied in wait with his next move a€" a flesh wound to the 
shoulder. Grasping at the honor-flowing hole in my flesh, I clenched 
my mandibles together to ease the pain mentally and push past the 
ache. Only when the plasma is concentrated enough at the tips of the 
blade can it cause such torture. This was no ordinary cut. It was a 
warning. He was telling me that I was losing. 

I hadn't even touched him and yet, here he is, having given me only 
ONE wound and I feel like I've been in battle a thousand times over. 
Where did he have the time and resources to conjure up such a blade? 
Wasn't this instrument one of the training blades, meant for new 
trainees? Hea€ 1 He must've swapped it when none of us were looking! He 
KNEW they'd want more out of him! That lousyaO 1 He purposely failed 
every quarrel to force my hand in this matter. He has deceived me. He 
wanted me to fight him so that he could show me what he was truly 
capable of. And yet, despite the lack of nobility, I am not angered 
by this. Mostly due to the small tarn of blood on the floor next to 
me. In all my years of training, this cunning is equal to that of my 
father and the Arbiters ! It was my turn to shine the Glorious Light 
every Sangheili is born with. 

Gasping for air, I fought through the agony. He nodded at me, 
acknowledging my efforts. When two warriors are synced in their honor 
toward eachother, it is unlike anything simpletons have ever seen. I 
roared furiously and pounced at him with full force, like that of a 
wild beast. This, among other things, was my last mistake for the 
day . 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>Sect ion 2: Honorbound<strong> 

"Wake up, child!" Said a frail voice as I opened my weary eyes. I 
could hardly see through the blurred vision of mine to make out the 
throne of Hierarch Mercy. 

"Regain your senses, sister." Added Eelo, who kneeled at my body, 
leaning over me and tending to whatever wounds I sustained during the 
fight. My mind was foggy, hazy as a mist, unable to comprehend the 
previous battle. 


"You fought well, Ruz." Gharan sounded slightly disappointed but also 



relieved. Was I thought dead? 


The usually upbeat and humorous one exhaled heavily. "Nikhal bested 
you." Q'rin muttered 

I was unclear whether that meant my impending doom as a warrior or 
something else. 

I tilted my head to the right and observed a stoic Nikhal approaching 
my side. His demeanor had hints of caution, concern, and fear behind 
the title of a proud warrior that he had garmented himself with this 
day. He joined the others in kneeling beside me. The other three left 
us alone. Whatever he had to say would more than likely obscure my 
hopes of fighting on the battlefield. 

"Ruza€ 1 " 

"Say nothing, Nikhal." I stopped him from continuing. "I don't want 
to hear it . " 

He was quiet for a minute and then he lent me his hand. Not only was 
he reading my movements that I hold within my eyes, now he was 
reading my emotions upon my face. On my feet was the only thing I 
wished for in this moment; vulnerability was not my strong suit when 
it also meant the cost of my honor. 

The question that was lingered in my mind could no longer be 
contained. And I was aware that Nikhal knew this as well. 

"How did the quarrel conclude?" 

"Your wound, which is now healed, I see, had proven too much for you 
in your last-ditch effort to win. I repentantly say that I needed to 
use something to coax your rage out of you. As you would have easily 
overcome me." 

"I surmised most of that." 

"I was captivating to witness such a whole new side of you, Ruz." 

I ignored that comment as I was in no mood for niceties. 

"Why did you deceive me into thinking you were afraid? Why cheat your 
way to victory?" 

"I needed to surprise you, of course. Any less and those eyes of 
yours would have caught my intentions before I followed through with 
them. And as for the swindlinga€l it was no more than proving that 
you would not give up irrespective of how the tables turned on you; 
irrespective of whom you are fighting." 

"I see. So rather than it pulling you out of the conduit of 
spinelessness that you have tripped and fallen into, it was meant to 
bea€ 1 in my favor." 

With a nervous outbreath, Nikhal nodded in affirmation. 

I nodded quietly in response and contemplatively began losing myself 
in thought. Everything I knew about this seemingly meek Sangheili was 
all incorrect and irresponsibly settled before more of his 



personality could be felt. This thinking would effortlessly slay me 
on the battlefield should I resolute as hastily concerning my 
enemies. I must not forget today's events. 

As my thoughts drifted away from the victory of Nikhal, my mind 
coasted on the shores of defeat. 

"Still bitter from the quarrel?" Nikhal asked, breaking my train of 
thought . 

"I thought I told you I wished not to hear of it." I gruffly 
retorted, itching now to depart elsewhere and from the embarrassment 
I experienced only hours ago. The bruised wound was still fresh a€" 
and I am not speaking of the physical one. 

"What is it you believe I will say?" He asked me as I brushed off the 
dust that collected on my armor when I had laid on the ground in 
defeat . 

"Is it not obvious?" I declared. "I know my fate is sealed. I see how 
the Hierarchs speak in the manner they are as they discuss matters to 
themselves in this room, isolated from the rest of us. It is clear to 
me that I have failed." 

Nikhal ' s only response was a smile. I had the nerve to question why 
he would wear such a smug countenance in my presence when he chortled 
softly and said, 

"On the contrary, my friend. The Prophets had listened to my plea 
after you went unconscious. I informed them, as well as a few 
statements from the others, about your leadership with us, and they 
are currently discussing the possibility of all five of us making it 
through the doors to the battlefield." 

"You are not meaninga€l?" 

"I am. We have all potentially passed our Lord's assessments. They 
seem to hold greater regard for us as a whole than we previously 
supposed . " 

My honor had brusquely been repaid to me by the same hands that 
pilfered it. I was speechless. I was ecstatic. I was relieved. The 
only reaction I could reimburse my loyal friend was an affectionate 
embrace. Either I had done so with such force that all air escaped 
his mandibles or he was dazed by my gesture. 

"I take it that you are in good spirits knowing this?" Nikhal 
queried . 

"Indeed. This news is what I have been waiting for since my father's 
passing . " 

"I am glad." He chortled. 

A moment later, the Prophets called for us to hear their 
judgements . 

"Considering what we have observed for ourselves at this meeting, we 
see great potential in the five of you. Congratulations, young ones. 
You are the warriors you have been training so hard to become." The 



five of us exchanged brief cheers of our promotion. "Your first task 
on the battlefield will be debriefed in a few days. We shall call you 
back to us when we have decided where we shall send you. You are 
dismissed . " 

As we left the Chambers and back to our training grounds, we all 
celebrated with what we did best a€" training. 

"What an achievement! All FIVE of us, as a unit, marching onto the 
battlefield!" Eelo optimistically professed as she fought the moving 
training dummy, full to the brim with confidence. Gharan, who was on 
her right, nodded in agreement. 

"It is a noble feat. I look forward to telling stories of my first 
defeated enemy that lies at my feet!" Added Gharan as he was cleaning 
one of his treasured weapons. A Sangheilios coin flipped in the air 
to the left of Eelo. 

"I look forward to the first respite after my first defeated foe." 
Chuckled a pleased Q'rin, admiring the coin he had just caught for 
the dozenth time. 

"I myself am shocked." I further added to the conservation. "After 
that ostensible crippling overthrow, I thought for sure I would be 
sent back home where only silence awaits me." I looked to the sky 
thoughtfully . 

"Ruz, my friend, why are you so dark during the most vital jubilation 
of our lives?" Q'rin said as he walked over, put his hand on my 
shoulder and patted it. "I know you are relived more than shocked by 
the outcome." 

"Yes, my flippant friend, I am. Thank you." I smiled warmly at 
Q ' rin . 

"Naturally, 0 Great Leader." Q'rin bowed playfully as he returned to 
his favored spot. 

"Do not tease me, you jester! I am not anyone's leader! Not on the 
battlefield, anyway." I remarked chipperly. 

"According to the Hierarchs, you are." Gharan shot a look of 
friendliness at me. I knew this look. I once gave him this look 
before we became friends. However, despite the invitation, it seemed 
to be difficult to feel that once again and reciprocate. 

A quiet and jealous Nikhal stood up from the secluded part of the 
grounds he typically favored and sat by me. 

"Oh," I pleasantly said with a smile. "Greetings, 

Nikhal . " 

"G-Greet ings , Ruz." Gharan smiled to himself as he watched us 
converse. He was quite perceptive about his teammates, even before 
the incident at the Academy with his father. Were it not for thefact 
that I was made leader, this trait would be ideal for him to be 
leader. He made it his concern to be well-versed in other's concerns . 
(He was probably the only one other than Q'rin who was fully aware of 
the hidden feelings that Nikhal possessed for an outcast) . 



"I do not know if I am alone in this but I believe I am ready to 
retire for the day." Gharan announced to those who were obviously the 
only ones listening. 

"You are not alone, Gharan!" Eelo's manic attitude caused the usual 
brooding Gharan to smile. 

"Wish to join us, Q'rin?" 

"But of course!" He said as he ran to join them. 

It was just Nikhal and I now. Neither of us were aware of that fact. 
We were too busy having a pleasing conversation about whatever topics 
sounded worth discussing. 

"And that is how I was able to create such a unique blade without 
anyone knowing!" Nikhal joyfully finished his story of the secret 
affair with Eelo's brother and his handiness at work. 

"Eascinat ing . And he increased the plasma to be a bit more deadly, 
you said?" 

"Correct . " 

"That must have been difficult to forge." 

"Not for Jaor! He can kiln almost any weapon you ask of him. Unless 
it is of human-origin. Any time he creates weapons for the trainees 
eager to fight humans with their own technology, he always manages to 
have something go wrong, like a poorly-made fuse or improper 
measurements . " 

I giggled. "That is humorous." Nikhal didn't respond. He seemed to be 
gazing at me. "Are youa€lill, Nikhal?" 

"No, I am of good health." 

"Why is it that I doubt you, then?" Nikhal did not say a word for a 
while. "Nikhal?" 

"Ruza€l there is something I have been meaning to tell youa€ 1 for a 
long time . " 

"Oh? Is that so?" 

"Yes. In fact, I've needed to say it since the day I met 
you . " 

"What?" I gasped. 

"Ia€ll have been fighting this emotion since I laid my eyes on you." 

I continued to puzzledly stare at him. "You are not the Eyesore the 
others once made you out to be. Youa€ 1 are like a caged beast, 
hungering for honor and hunting for war, locked within a heart of a 
Goddess of Light, touching the lives of any who pass you by. Believe 
not a word of your rivals. They only know jealousy; such avarice and 
greed that could easily steal away your gift lest you lower your 
guard. Ruz, I havea€ 1 I have yearned so passionately to be touched by 
that light. But, in my timidity, I feared the light would consume me 
and leave me a hole in my very being so dark that nothing could wet 



its appetit. Ia€ll implore you. Do not allow me to go on like 
this ! " 


He grabbed my hands, held them tight, and did not hide the tear in 
his eye. Words so softly yet loudly spoken moved me to the very edges 
of emotion. 

"Ia€lam uncertain of what to say." 

"Say anything you wish, as long as I could call you mine one 
day . " 

At first, I wanted to flee. I was not accustomed to being desired. 
Then I wanted to embrace him. I have longed to be considered a 
treasure as he so obviously thinks of me. Now, see-sawing between 
actions, I know what I must do. 

"I cannot promise that." I said standing up. 

"But-" 

"Say no more, Nikhal. Know this. It will take a heart with great 
courage to accept me. But it will take a heart with valor to keep 


This time, I was not the one without words. 

"Whata€ 1 does that mean?" 

"It means you inane goof of a Sangheili, that we shall see if you are 
worthy of ensnaring my heart, let alone keeping it." I winked at him 
kindly. He was a good soul. 

"Do you promise?" Nikhal called out to me with hope dripping in his 
voice as I turned around to leave. 

"I do not make idle promisesa€l" 

With that, I gently whipped my tail across his mandibles, grinned and 
giggled softly, then walked away, leaving a starry-eyed Sangheili to 
his thoughts. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXspan>WHEW-WHEE ! What a chapter! I was hoping for a little more 
in the first section but when I went to edit it, I felt like there 
was nothing to add. Also, I haven't been playing Halo for a while so 
any lore I've conjured up is purely made-up xD There probably isn't a 
way to increase the plasma of a blade or whatever, but I needed 
something to make the battle a bit quicker, just like they do in TV 
shows, and make it interesting and very climatic. Originally, I was 
going to end it at Section 1 but I didn't want a short chapter nor 
for it to end without resolvea€ 1 though it would have been a great 
cliff hanger, I left it as a break within a chapter. Still a cliff 
hanger but not as much. Also, sorry I seem to have lost the ability 
to describe surroundings and situations. I used to do it in 
highschool, dunno what happened. Anyway, I hope you liked this 
chapter! I don't know when I'll be writing another one (seriously 
this time I mean it), the Prophets aren't the only ones who have to 
decide what these five young ones will be doing if you know what I 



meana€ 1 I might need good suggestions for missions for upcoming 
missions! I've only barely written one down that I've had for like 
ever xD If anyone has suggestions, I basically need missions that 
correspond to ranks. If you need a good idea on that, look up 
Sangheili ranks from the lowest up to just the one before Councilor. 
I can use at least a good number of whatever you guys give me :P See 
ya later !<span> 

NEXT TIME: 


End 
f lie . 



